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T H E 
EpISTLE DEDICATORY. 


To my worthy Friends and Patrons at 
Locket's Ordinary. 


Ob are not to be told, that Poets 
RY 9 are ſawcy, very ſawey, mighty 
& ſawcy, but your (wou'd be) Poet, 

or Farce Snipper-Snapper, ſuch a 
promiſcuous Riddle-me-Re, as my felt, al- 
ways ſuper-abounding : Therefore do I hearti- 
ly hope, but more humbly entreat, that with 
the piercing Eye of Underſtanding, and thro? 
the Orbicuous Glaſs of Reaſon, you will per- 
fectly diſcern, and then wholly attribute the 
bold Preſumption of this ſharp Epiſtle (as J 
may juſtly term it) to my ſeeming felt, as 
audacious Jevon the Poet, and not to my real 
ſelf, as Modeſt Mr. Jevon the Player. But 
now I intend to give my felt an unwilling 
Looſe to Eloquent and Rhetorical Notions 
(which to me have always prompt and ready 
been.) Et ad Unguem, et ad Pennam, and 
torthwith caſt my felt upon the naked Con- 
fines of Mediocrity, and in plain Terms come 
pat and cloſely to you thus, 


A 3 10˙¹ 
bl 


———ñ — 71 
FE * — —ᷣͤ — —ů 
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De DeDIicaT1oN. 


You may pleaſe to call to mind, and will 
member that preſently after our Catcall Di/- 
lian, which for ſome time, from our natu- 
ral Hyme, and Provident Stage, diſpers'd 
abr Us Under-atting Jews, without a 
Moajes to provide our Manna: And after the 
Prayers (as you may gueſs) of the many 
murmuring Hirelings, for thoſe whoſe whiſt- 
ling Breath blew *em to a more remote, and 
tar worſe Climate ; *twas then the needful I 
(by Dint of Hunger forc'd) wrote (you know 
tull well) ſuch powerful Lines to your un- 
mindful Senate, that had ye not all had Hearts 
of Stone, you would have melted into retalia- 
ting Favours. Your ſpeedy Promiſes were 
great, but your ſlow Performances (witneſs 
ye unaſſiſting Gods) alas, were ſmall. Let 
this my All-commanding Style, and moſt in- 
genious Piece then now revive, and whet your 
almoſt blunted Purpoſe, to a more lively, 
quick and ſolid Anſwer : Let me endear ye 
all (my yet but ſeeming Friends and promi- 
ſing Patrons only) to a more ponderous Re- 
ſolution, and candid Anſwer to him that, Gad 


judge me, ye know to be, 


Nour humble and obedient Servant, 


THO. JE:von. 


—— 
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THE 
PREFACE: 
TO THE 
Grave, Learned, Judicious, and 
Deliberate. 


NN modern Age, and preſent Re- 


8 


preſentations, unknown to the anti- 
a 58 guated Limits which in all Bounds of 

ou prevalent Atonements, ſuperſede the 
Equinoftial of Illuminary Spirits, are not in the 
leaſt captivated with the Decorum of Dreſs, 
fortunate and ſucceeding Attion, .exhauſted Mat- 
ter of volatory arrided Flatneſs, that now is 
not it ſelf, De Re Imaginaria neque ſuppoſita 
de futura. Neither can their profound Precepts, 
who were known and ador'd as Patriarebhs in 
Nature's primitive Sanguinity with collateral 
Adberents, with the Noiſe of what was berrto- 
fore deliver d, inculcate Predominancy to the 
Right Line of Monarchical and Epiſcopal Ad- 
herences. Therefore, if in greater and more 
evident Points, the Lawyer can no more be 
without his Fee, than the Lord Chancellor bis 
Mace, 


* 
. 


Mace, or a Poet without Errors (my ſelf alone 
exempted) why ſhould the Fudgment of a Man 
that is partially byaſsd againſt the Banditti, 
rule the Authors Opinion in his own Hemiſphere, 
and diſcuſs at large the Virtue of Jobſon's 
Wife, without the Management of Hobbes's 


Leviathan? hy ſhould Shakeſpear, John- 
ſon, Beaumont, Fletcher, bat are no way 
Adequate to the profound Intellefts of my preſent 
Atonement, be ranked above the laborious, tho? 


dull Stateſmen. 


— Sed Vaſtum Vaſtior Ipſe, 
Suſtulit Agydes, Sc. Ov. Metam. 


Thoſe ſeveral malignant Aſſertions offer'd, a 
large and compendious Reſolution ought to be 
maturely reſponded, eſpecially «oben the Eclipſe 
of Matrimony is ſubterraneally trod down. As 
to the main Notion of Poligamy, abſconded un- 
der a Surtoot of Imagination, we take it thus, 
Alexander was Great and Vittorious in his Me- 
diterranean Engagements of Hoſpitality. To 
the contrary, Julian the Apoſtate recites his tun 
Beuevolences in ſemi Octavo of Traditional 
Jury: Which plainly denotes the firſt Egreſ- 
ion, and the laſt Denotation. So that if we 


come to modern Affairs, you will find that the 
maſqued 


The PxrraACcE. 


maſqued middle Gallery, being by Command ſu- 
perior, brought bare-fac'd to the Pre-exiſtent 
Sparks Conſtruction, more amuſes the Sun-ſhine 
Planet of his Scarlet Coat, than the Beat of 
an Iriſh Drum to an Faſt-India Interloper. 
For what ſays Terence (Paucis te Volo) which 
manifeſtly denotes the condeſcending Temper of 
the Male and the diving Aſpeft of the Female. 
Now, if after fo long a Concupiſcential Appe- 
tite, the Novelty of Wedding is to be adjude*d 
Ceremonious, I leave to my Lord Chief Fuſtice's 
Tipſtaff to examine, and make all even between 
the Pope and my late Archbiſhop of Can- 


terbury. 


PR O- 


PROLOGUE 


Spoke by 
N. 


Tf OV id ſince you ſaw, I pray, 


That ſtrange old faſbion d thing call d a new Play? 


Or how long indeed d'ye think "twill be 

Befare you tafte that long dor Novelty ? 

You may ſet yaur Hearts at reſt for this Age, 
Union and Catcalls have quite fpoil'd the Stage. 
Time was, the Poets could cock, look big, and cry, 
Damn theſe ſaucy Players, let's all agree, 


And ſtarve the Rogues ; the Times, Friends, turned be, 


And I am turn'd Poet, there's a Farce dye fee. 


But now to Generation Friends, Points — ſons 
What quick Return, or what conciſe Amends. Hh is a * 


Have you, my ever honour d, ever dear, 
Renowned, whiſtling Patrons made appear 
To him that is your Servant every where ? 
My Names Mr. Jevon, Pm known far and near. 
But no more Words in ſo much Company, 
Satisfation I muſt have, and quickly ; 
Or, Gad, I'll leave off writing direly. 
Let me have a Pledge of it, now yare here, 
Or in your Balls you may forget I fear. 
Be fawourable to this ſame Piece at hand, 
Aud d ye hear, Friends, don't Gall I, ſhall-I Rand. 


PROLOGUE. 


If I in Pocket find you dive for Cat-call, 

PII let down Curtgin, Tul tell ye that all. 

Catcalls well tuned might do well in Opera's, 

They'd ſerve for Hoboys to fill up 4 Chorus. 

Or in a French Love Song, obſerve you now, 

A Cadmeus Pur qua, Mene Vou, [Sings. 
Begar Monſieur, it be De pretty Whyne, 

Ki La D'ance De Meneway, Ob, it be very fine. [ Dancer. 
Dances you have, and variaus here to night, 

But they are Engliſh all, all Engliſh guite. 

Throughout, Engliſh Songs, Farce Engliſh 700, 

That's French Scene, > 
All Nonſenſe without any more ado. 

Kickhhaws like this ſerve for a Lenten Dig, 

If not for Feb, pray let it ſerve for Fiſh. 

And fince Pennance at this Time's in Faſhion, 

Come three Days for Mortification. - 


The Andor: Mannes. 


M E N. 


IR Richard Lovemore, an honeſt 

Country-Gentleman, beloved for 
good old Exgliſb Houſe-keeping. 
Rowland and Longmore, Sir Richard's 


two Friends. 


Butler, Cook, Footman, and Coachman, 
Servants to Sir Richard. 


The Lady's Father; of the old Strain: 


A Fanatick. 


Noday, A hypocritical' Fanatick Par- 
ſon, loves to eat and cant, Chap- 
lain to my Lady Lowemore. 

Jahn, A lm-finging Cobler, Te- 
nant and Neighbour to Sir Richard. 

Doctor, A Magician. 


Countryman. 


WOMEN 


Ady Lovemore, Wife to Sir Rich- 
d F _— 2 


leſſed 4 WI.) ) 


canting 


Maids. 


Nell, Jabs Wife, a ſimple, _ 


cent Girl. 


Tenants, Servants, Doncers, Singers, Waſſalters. 


. ; Two — 


ard; a dr, won 

rawlin 
Fixen 244 Shrew (a 
Fane and Lettice, Lady — 


Mr. Freeman. 


Mrs. Cook. 
Mrs. Price. 


Mrs. Tavyfers. 
Mrs. Percyval. 


THE 


| DEVIL of a WIRE: 


O R, A 
Comical Transformation. 
„ eee 
ACTI S8Se EB 


Enter Jobſon the Cobler, ard Nell his Wife. 


NELL. 


1 OO D Husband, ſtay with me to Night, 
and make an End of the Holiday at 


home. 
( 02, . Jebſen. Peace, peace, and go ſpin, for 
— if I want any Thread for my ſtitching, I 


will puniſh you by virtue of my Sovereign Au- 
thority. i 

Nell. J warrant you: But you'll go to the Ale-houſe, 
ſpend your Money, and get drunk, and come home 
like Ola. Nici, and uſe one like a Dog. 


B | Jafor. 


— —— — 


—— —— — 


2 | | The Devil ofa WIr E. Or, 


Juobſen. How now, brazen-Face, do you ſpeak ill of 
the Government? I am King in my own * and this 
is Treaſon againſt my Majeſty. 

Nell. I don't underſtand your Stuff, but prithee don't 
go to the Ale-houſe. 

Jobhon. Well, then, I will not go to the Ale-houſe ; 
I have made an Appointment with Sir Richard Lowe- 
more's Butler, and am to be Princely drunk in Punch at 
the Hall-Place ; we ſhall have a Bowl big enough to 
ſwim in. 

Nell. O Lord, Husband, the new Lady, they ſay, will 
not ſuffer a Stranger to come into her houſe ; ſhe grudges 
a Draught of Small Beer; and ſeveral of this Town have 
come home with broken Heads from her Ladyſhip's own 
Hands, for but ſmelling Strong Beer in her Houſe. 

Fob. A Pox on her for a Fanatick Jade, ſhe has al- 
moſt diſtracted the good Knight; but ſhe's abroad ſeaſt- 
ing with her Relations, and will ſcarce come home to 
Night, and we are to have much Drink, a Fiddle and 
Gambals. 

Nell. But her fanatick Parſon will diſturb you. 

Fob. If he does, we will toſs the Hypocrite in a 
Blanket, or kick the ſanQify'd Coxcomb to a Jelly. 

Nell. O dear Husband, let me go with you, we'll be 
as merry as the Night's long. 

Job. Why how now, you bold Bettreſs, what wou'd you 
be carry'd to a Company of ſmooth-tac'd eating, drinking, 
hazy Serving-men ;_ Rogues, whoſe Nouriſhment runs all 
into Lechery ? No, you Jade, I will be no Cuckold. 
Nell. I'm ſure they would make me welcome; you 
promis'd me I ſhou!d fee the Houſe : Sir Richard and the 
Family have not been there ſince you married and 
brought me to Ton. | 
Job. Why, thou audacious Strumpet, dar'ſt thou diſ- 
pute with me? Go home and ipin, or elſe my Strap will 
wand about thy Ribs. 8 
| Tobſon 


A Comical Transformation. _ 3 


Tob/on ſings. He that has the beft Wife, 
+ She's the Burthen of his Lift; 
But for her that will ſcold and will 


Let him cut her ſhort ( quarrel, 
Of her Meat and her Sport, 
And ten times a day hoop her Barrel. 


Nell. We poor Women muſt be Slaves, and never 
have any Joy, but you Men run and ramble, and take 
your Swing. | 

Jeb. Why, you moſt Peffilent Baggage, will you be 
hoopt ? Be gone. 

Nell. Well, 1 muſt go. 

Job. Here, now I think of it, here's Six-pence for 
you ; get Ale and Apples, ftretch and puff thy felt up 
with Lamb's Wooll, rejoice and revel by thy ſelf, be 
drunk and wallow in thy own Stye, like a Sow as thou 
art, 

obfon fin He that has a Wife, &c. 

* L Nell and Job. 


Enter Sir Richard Lovemore' Butler, Cook, Serwing nen, 
Chambermaid, and other Nomen Servants. 


But. I wou'd our blind Minſtrel and our dancing 
Neighbours were here, that we might rejoyce a little, 
while our Termagant Lady is abroad ; I have made a 
moſt Sovereign Bowl of Punch, and I have a good Hoard 
of Wine and March Beer. 

Fane. We had need rejoice ſometimes, but our de- 
viliſh new Lady will never ſuffer it, when ſhe knows it. 

But. I will maintain it, there's more Mirth in a Gal 
ley, than in our Family; our Maſter Sir Richard is the 
worthieſt Gentleman, nothing but Goodneſs, Sweetneſs 
and Liberality. 

B 2 Serv. 


4 The Devil era WIr E: Or, 


Serv. Man. But here's a Houſe turn'd topſy- turvy- 
from Heaven to Hell, ſince her coming hither. 

Maid. We are all alike, none of us can ſcape her Rage 
and Fury. 

Jane. His former Lady is a Saint in Heaven, and lived. 
ſo on Earth, all Mildneſs and Gentleneſs. 

But. Ay, reſt her Soul, ſhe was, but this is inſpired 
with a Legion of Devils, and one plaguy Non-con-Par- 
fon, worſe than all, that makes her lay about her like 2 
Fury. 

Jane. I'm ſure I always feel her in my Bones, ſhe has 
an Inſtrument of Correction made of Whale-bone, and. 
for ſear I ſhould forget her good. Uſage, ſhe refreſhes my 
Memory every Quarter of an Hour. If her Complexion 
don't pleaſe her, or ſhe look yellow in a Morning, I am 
{ure to be laid on, and look black and blue for't. 

Cook. Pox on her; when I carry up her Breakfaſt, I 
dare not come within reach of her, I have ſome fix 
broken Heads already, A Lady, quoth a! A She-Bear is 
a civilier Animal: She has robb'd me of my Cony-skins, 
my Kitchen-ſtuff, and all my Vails ; and brought a damn'd 
eating, godly Fellow with her, that ſcarce will be con- 
tent with five Mcals a Day. 

But. None of you have been us'd as J have. 

Jane. That's becauſe none of us had a Spade Beard of 
a Foot long. 

But. I that have lived five and forty Years in the 
Houſe, and had for twenty Years preſerv'd a reverend 
Beard, which made me noted for Wiſdom and Diſcretion 
thro' all the Country, and ſhe to demoliſh this poor 
Beard in an Inſtant. 

Ccok. I beſeech you, by what means did ſhe depopu- 
late and waſte your fraitful Chin? 

But. Why it was ruincd by Fire ; with her own curſed 
Hands ſhe ſinged it off; the {aid it always {melt of Brewis, 


and was a Spunge that toak'd up more March-Beer in a 
Month, 
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Month, than any ſix the ableſt Drunkards in the Hundred 
could in a Year : I ſav'd nothing but this ſame one Sprig 
that grew upon a Wart, and that by my Nail. 

Jane. What Pity 'twas to loſe ſuch an Emblem of 
Gravity and Wiſdom. 

But. Ay, I am become a Shame to my Neighbours, 
and dare not ſhew my Chin before em: Oh that 
that poor Beard, what Authority it had amongſt 'em: I 
had cen as live ſhe had gelt me. 

Serv. Man. I believe thou had'ſt, thy Beard was of as 
much uſe as any Implement about thee. 

Jane. Methoughts he look'd like one of the old pa- 
triarchs in the Arras; I have ſeen an old Eaftern King 
in a Mortlack Hanging, very much 8 his Phiſ- 
nomy. 

But. Oh Mrs. Jane, you do my poor Beard too much 
Honour; but farewel, dear Beard, I ſhall never ſee the 
like of thee. 

Cook. No, a Man may as well hope to haye two Crops 
of Oak Timber from the ſame Place, as two ſuch Beards 
from one Chin in an Age. 

Maid. Piſh, what Hurt does the Loſs of a Beard do ? 
I was making a Shift for her, and ſhe did not like my 
lacing it down : She turns the wrong end of her Fan, 
ſtrikes me on the Mouth fo hard, that ſhe beat out two 
of my Butter-Teeth: A ſhame on her light Fingers. 

Jane. -She makes the Coachman chain the Footmen to 
Potts, whip em with Dog-whips ; and ſtands by to lee 
the Execution. 

But. Heaven have Mercy upon my poor Maſter, this 
devilich Termagant, ſcolding, religious Woman will be 
the Death of him; I never ſaw a Man ſo alter'd all the 
Days of my Life. 

Cook. There's a perpetual Motion in that Tongue of 
hers, and a damn'd ſhrill Pipe enough to break the 
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Drum of a Man's Ear; I wonder my Maſter does not 
kick her and her Parſon out of Doors. 

But. Her Parſon, her Weaver; I believe he never 
had any Orders, but an inward Motion from his Sto- 
mach, which inclines him to eat more than a Wolf, and 
this Motion is an inward Call. 

Ned. (within) Why, Cook John, Cook, where art 
thou ? : 

Cook, I'm here; this is his outward Call: no is he 
almoſt famiſh'd for his ſecond Afternoon's Luncheon. 

Noddy. Why, John, why doit thou neglect me? my 
Spirits are exhaled, evaporated in Study and Labour : I 
feel as it were a ſtrange kind of Emptifulneſs, I have 
not eat this two Hours. 

But. A Pox on him, ſet him faſt by the Tecth, or 
elſe he*]] diſturb us. 

Cook. 1 have a couple of cold Chickens, ſome Weſt- 
phalia Bacon, and Chriflmas Pyes. | 

Ned. For your Chriftmas Pyes, I defy them, they are 
abominable, ſcandalous, and idolatrous, they favour of 
Rome, thèy are ſo many Fortiſications wherein the Whore 
of Babylon intrenches her ſelf, I will down with them, 
J will beat them down, my Zeal will not ſuffer ſuch 
Popery in this Houſe ; ye are my Flock, I will fee that 
that Wolf, the Whore, does not prey upon you and de- 
vour you ; down, down I fay with all her Out-works 
and high Places, her ſuperſtitious and idolatrous Struc- 
tures and Buildings, whether in Minc'd Pyes or other- 
wiſe: Your Chriſtmas is an Idol, a very Idol truly; 
have I not ſeen him in a profane Mask, in the Habit of 
an old Man with a long ſpade Beard, and the deluded 
Rout have worſhipped and fallen, down before him; 
your Bagpipes are as Pagan Organs, and your Waſſelers 
lewd and filthy Choriſters unto Satan; I may not bear 
theſe Rags of the Smock of that Scarlet Ng my 

Pirit 


er 


d 


Spirit riſes, my Zeal boileth and bubleth up as it were 
within me, I am tranſported with a Holy Fury : But do 
you hear, John Cook, ſend up thoſe Chickens. 

Cook. What both ? 

Nod. Yea both, with ſome We/tphalia Bacon, and do 
you hear, Jobn, a Tart ? And you Mr. Chipp, let me 
have a Bottle of Sack, a Bottle of Ale, and a Bottle of 
March Beer; by help of this Refreſhment I ſhall be able 


to hold out till Supper. Fare ye well till that Time. 
[ Exeunt with Cook and Butler. 
Jane. What ſhall we do with this baſe ſniveling Hy. 


pocrite ? Hel] ſpoil our merry Mecting. 

Serv. Man. VI! warrant you, *tis but putting out the 
Candles, and we'll make him weary of his Canting, 
whenc'er he comes among us. 


Re-enter Butler and Cook. 


But. So, his Proviſion's gone up. 
Cook. He's faſt by the Teeth for one Hour. 


Enter the blind Fidler, Jobſon, and others, Mer, - 
Women, and Neigbbours. 


But. Oh welcome, welcome, here's to our Wiſh, the 
Minſtrel and our Neighbour ! Oh old Acquaintance 
Goodman Foeb/on, how doſt thou ? 

Fob. By my Troth I am ſharp ſet towards the Punch, 
and am now come with a firm Reſolution, tho' a poor 
Cobler, to be as drunk as a Lord; I am a true EI 
Heart, and look upon Drunkenneſs as the beſt Part of 
the e ol the Subject. | 

Jane. Why did you not bring your Wife with you? 

Job. Becauſe here are Waggs, young Rogues, and a 
Man may be a Cuckold before the King's Health can go 
round. | 6 rtr) 

But. Jolſn, we'll have a Catch, ſtrike up blind * 
Ah Jobfor, I have heard thee out- ſing the Lark or _ 

Gs... ing . 
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never ſo many Voices, thine will ſtill be predominant. 
Coat. Ay, and he holds out the Note of one Verſe, 

till the Clark begins to ſing the next; he has a pure Wind. 
Fob. Ay, I'm pretty good at a Pfalm, I have ſome 

Reaſon for it, I have ſtitch'd Soles this thirty Years to 


thoſe Pſalms you ſpeak of. | 
But. Come, let us fetch out our Bowl of Punch in ſo— 


lemn Proceſſion. Now let us have a Catch in Honour of 


Punch. [They bring out the Bowl of Punch, ſinging a 
Catch and dancing about it, aſter which they 
fit down and drink. 


I. 


While ye court a damm d Vintner for ſuch naſty Liquor, 

As worſe was ne er fwallow'd by dull Country Vicar, 
And the inſolent Raſtal will draw what he pleaſes, 
While Boys jou may kick em, when Maſters y intreat em, 
And from Drarwers you up into Aldermen beat 'em : 
But they get your Money, and you get Diſeaſes, 


II. 
Stum, Brimſtone, Lime, Arſnic, fond Drunkards bexwitch, 
While the villainous Hoſt not content to be rich, 
By brewing and Poiſon ſells that by falſe Meaſure. 
No Liquor like Punch gives delight to the Soul, 
When we drown all our Cares i th Bottom th Boxel, 
Sincere are our Joys, and immortal our Pleaſure. 


ITI. 


brew for our ſelves, and cue know each Ingredient 
As well for our Health as our Mirth is expedient, 
And whoever drinks Punch ſhall live merry and long ; 
It ſpurs up Jade Nature, and quickens the Blood, 
Which if it find; bad, it ne er fails to leave good; 
And while we drink Punch, ae ſhall ever be young. 
Cook. 


ingal, thou art heard above all the Church ; let there be 


hea AM two 


© 9 


A Comical Transformation. 9 


Cook. And after that, I'll bring up the Rear with a 
ſwinging Turkey-Pye, and a mighty Gammon, beſides 
much Pyes, and other Appurtenances belonging to our 
Office. 

Bat. Here's our Maſter's Health in a Bumper. Huzzah. 

Cook. Our Lady's Confuſion in another. Huzzab. 


Enter Noddy, knawing the Leg of a Chicken. 


Nod. What meaneth this lewd, profane, and Baby-. 
uniſb Noiſe, ye Popiſh Locuſt, ye idolatrous Vipers, this 
ſanctiſied Place is become a Den of wicked ones. Thou 
blind Miſleader of the Blind, with thy lewd Anti- Chri- 
ſian Squeaks, avaunt, avaunt, I ſay, Belxeebub, avaunt. 

(He kicks and beats the blind Fidler. They put out the 

Candles, and toſi Noddy one from another, and beat him.) 
Hold, hold, what do ye mean ? 

Ye Sons of -Darkneſfs, I defy you. 
I can ſuffer for the Truth, I am a Witneſy 

But. Blind him and gag him. 

Cook. Bind him Hand and Foot. 

Ned. I will flee away from further Perſecution, Viper, 
my Lady will come, ſhe will, to your Confuſion. 


Serv. Man. And as you like this do 2 come again. 
But. A Pox on him; to our Buſineſs now he is gone. 


The King and all the royal Family in a Bumper. Huzzah, 
[Noddy fteals aut, they light the Candles. 
Cook. Are you ready for your Collation ? 
Jane. No, no, we'll have a Bout at Blindman's-Buff, 
and a Dance firſt. | 
Job. Ay, ay, come, I'm old Dog at that, blind me, 
perhaps I'm as great a Maſter at Blindman's-buff as any 


one in Europe, no Diſpraiſe to any Man. 
[They blind him and dance à Dance. 


Enter 
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Enter Sir Richard Lovemore and my Lady. 


Lady. Oh Heaven and Earth! What's here within my 
Houſe ! Is Hell broke looſe! What Troops of Fiends is 
here ? Sirrah, you impudent Raſcal ? 

Sir Rich. My Dear be patient, tis Chriſtmas, a Time 
of Mirth, of Jollity ; It has always been the Cuſtom of 
my Houſe to give my Servants Liberty in this Seaſon, 
and all my Country Neighbours uſed to meet, and with 
their innocent Sports divert themſelves. 

Lady. Prithee hold thy prating, meddle with thy own 
Matters, can't I tell how to govern my own Houſe with- 
out your putting in an Oar? Shall I ask you Leave to 
correct my own Servants ? 

Sir Rich. Good Lady, I thought this had been my 
Houſe, and thoſe my Servants, and thoſe my Tenants. 

Lady. Did I bring a Fortune to be thus abus d, and 
ſnub'd before my Servants, do you call my Authority in 
queſtion, you inhuman Monſter ? Look you to your Dogs, 
your Kites and filthy Cattle, your Faulconers, Huntſ- 
men, and your naſty Grooms abroad, I'll make you know 
"tis my Province to govern here, nor will I be con- 
trouPd by &er a hunting, hawking, unthinking Knigttt 
in Chriftendom. 

Sir Rich, A Pox upon all Fools that ſhall marry for 
Money ; I am married to a continual Tempeſt, Strife 
and Noiſe, Canting and Hypocriſy are the daily Portion 
I have with her; but I'll not bear this long: If I by 
Force oppoſe her, ihe falls into fits, and raves worſe 
than any one in Bedlam. 

Lady. You ſtinking Scoundrels, and you filthy Jades, 
P11 teach you to junkit thus and ſteal my Proviſton, I 
ſhall be devour'd by you. | 

But. I thought, Madam, we might be merry once up- 
an a Holiday. 


* 


ten 
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Lady. Holiday, You Popiſh Curr, is one Day more 
Holy than another? And it it be, you'll be drunk upon't, 
you Rogue,that by your late demoliſh'd Beard, thought 
your ſelf an Example to the Family, is this your Example? 

[She beats him o'er the Head. 

Come you Minx, you impudent Flirt, are you gigging af- 
ter an abominable Fiddle? All dancing is whoriſh, Huſwife. 
Jane is ſneaking to get away, 

ſhe catches her and lugs ber. 

Jane. O murder, murder, ſhe has pull'd off both my 
Ears. 

Sir Rich. Madam, for Shame, remember your Sex and 

_ | Quality. 

Lady. Remember your own FooPs Head, ſhall you in- 

ſtrut me? 


Enter Noddy. 


Nod. Madam, I rejoice that your Ladyſhip is return'd. 
Lady. Oh good and holy Man, how came my Family 


m my Abſence thus debauch'd, drunken, profane and 
ſuperſtitious? 

Ned. When my Ears were firſt offended with theſe 
lewd Noiſes, I came down grieved in Spirit, and re- 
buked them, commanding them to furceaſe from theſe 
ſuperſtitious and idolatrous Rites which they facrifice to 
that Idol, that beaſtly Idol, old Father Chriftlmas ; and 
while my Spirit was full of Godly Chaſtiſement, they 
did extinguiſh the Lights, ſurrounded and hemm'd me in, 
and theſe Inſtruments of Satan did buffet me, even unto 
great Anguiſh, and I am fore bruiſed in Body. 

Lady. Alack, good Man! Oh ye Spawn of Belial, the 
Fry of the Bottomleſs Pit; how now, Sirrah, who are 
you in the Bumble, you Buzzard ? [To ſobſon] 

[She takes the Parſon's Cane, and beats 

all the Company, Jobſon is flealing by. 

*. | Fob. 
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Job. I am an honeſt Pſalm- ſinging Cobler, Madam, if 
your Ladyſhip would go to Church, you would hear me 
above 'em all there. 

Lady. I'Il try thy Voice now. 

[She ftrikes him o'er the Pate. 

Job. Nounz, what a Pox, what a Devil ails you? 

Lady. O profane Wretch, wicked Varlet ! 

Ned. 'Thou Son of the old Serpent, avaunt, thou Frog 


of the Lake of Darkneſs. | 
Fob. Avaunt, thou coxcombly Son of a Whore of the 


new Light. | 
Nad. Be gone, avaunt, be gone from within theſe 
Walls. [They juſtle one another. 


Fob. What, will you wreſtle a Fall with me? Come on. 
Take that luſty Lug, you Rogue of a Saint, with a Pound 
of Ear on each Side. [Jobſon gives Noddy a Fall, 

and lugs him by the Ears. 

Lady. Impudent Villain, has he not hurt thee, good 
Man ? 

Ned. He hath very much diſorder'd my two Ears, and 
bruis'd me exceedingly. 

Sir Rich. You deſerve it for a medling Coxcomb ; go 
to your Book, you ignorant Fop, and read, and rely more 
upon good Senſe, and leſs upon your new Light. 

Lady. Oh wicked vile Wretch, was ever poor Lady fo 
miſerable, ſo horridly miſerable in a Brute to her Hus- 
band as I am, I that am ſo pious, ſo good, and religious 
a Woman ? 


Nod. She is an holy, a ſanctify'd veſſel, truly. 
LJobſon peeps in and fings. 
Jollſon ſings. He that has the beſt Wife, 
She's the Burthen of, &c. 


And ſome ten times a Day haep her Bar- 
(rel. 


Sir 


Lady. O Rogue, Scoundrel, Villain, 


If 
me 


te. 
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Sir Rich. Remember Modeſty. 

Lady. Are you gone, Sirrah? Tl rout the reſt of you? 
I'Il ſpoil your ſqueaking Treble. 

[She lays about her, they all run, ſhe breaks the 
blind Fidler's Fiddle about his Head. 

Fid. O Murder, Murder! I am a dark Man, which 
way ſhall I get hence ? Oh Heaven ! She has broken my 
Fiddle, and undone me, my Wife and Children. 

Sir Rich. Here, poor Fellow, come this way, take 
your Staff; there, there's Money to buy two ſuch Fid- 
dles ; go, there's your Way. 

Fid. Heaven preſerve your Worſhip, bleſs you, ſweet 
Maſter ; here's a Change indeed; little did I think to 
live to find ſuch Doings at this Hall-place. 

Tuo Waſſalers come to the Door, ſinging a Waſſal Song. 

Lady. You are very liberal, muſt my Eftate maintain 
you in your Profuſeneſs? 

Sir Rich. Go up to your Cloſet, pray, and compu 
your Mind, 

Lady. Oh wicked Fellow ! to bid me pray. 

Sir Rich. A Man cannot be compleatly cursd without 
a Wedding; but there is ſuch a thing as ſeparate Mainte» 
nance, and a Joynter- Houſe, which ſhe To-morrow ſhall 
try, by the Help of 2Teaven; I will no longer bear this 
Nuſanee in my Houſe. Here, where are my Servants? 
what muſt they be frighted from me ? Within there, 
Chipp, come here, and {ce who knocks there. 

[4 knocking at the Door. 

„Lady. Within there, where are my Sluts, ye wo 
ye Queans: Lights there. | 

[ Enter Boy wwith a Candle 

(Taco Maids come ſneaking in with Candles, 


5 


Enter Butler again. 


But. Sir, it is a Doctor that lives ten Miles of, ik . 
his Man, he practiſes Phylick, and is an Aſtronomer, and 
C | a Cun- 


L k 
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a Cunning- man; your Worſhip knows him, he can make 
Almanacks, and help Men to their Goods again. 
Enter Doctor and his Man. 

DoF. Sir, I am benighted, tis fo dark, I cannot ſee 
my Hand, I cannot poſſibly reach home; and therefore 
knowing the Bounty of your Worſhip's Hoſpitality, I defire 
the Favour to be harbour'd under your Roof this Night. 

Lady. Out of my Houſe, you lewd Conjurer, you 
Witch, you Magician. 

Ned. Avaunt, thou Inſtrument of Satan, I defy thee 
and all thy Works, thou wicked Sorcerer, avaunt. 

Lady. If you ſtay in my Houſe, you ſhall be worſe 
uſed here, than your Predeceſſor Dr. Lamb was in the City. 

Doct. Here's a Turn, here's a Change, which, if I 
kave any Art, ſhe ſhall ſmart for. 

Sir Rich. You ſee, Friend, the Caſe is alter'd with me; 
I am not Maſter of my Houſe, but e're To-morrow this 
time, I'il be Monarch here. Go down the Lane, Friend, 
and about half a quarter of a Mile off, you'll ſee a Cob- 
ler's Houſe; ſtay there ſome little time, and Ill ſend my 
Man that ſhall conduct you to a Tenant's Houſe, who 
ſhall take care of you. 

Do. Thanks, good Sir, I'm your humble Servant; 
bat you, Noncon, with your furious She-diſciple there, 
ſhall have ſome Proofs of my Magick Art this Night. 

[Exit Doctor and his Man. 

Sir Rich. Come, Lady, you and I muſt have ſome 
Conference. 

Lady. Yes, I will have a Conference and Reformation 
too in this Houſe, or elſe I'll turn thee inſide outwards. 

[Exit Sir Richard and Lady. 

Nod. My Mind gives me, theſe Varlets have left ſome 
good Thing in the Bowl there; but hold, is it not a Waſ- 
faling ſaperſtitious Spice-Bowl, let me ſee, hah ! it is 
very comfortable and edifieth ; there's a huge Iſland of 
Toaſt, Nutmeg and Sugar; I will attack it, it is chear- 
ing z 
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ing; I have a Paper with ſome Parmazan in my Pocket, 
which will eat very well with it; this .is alſo a pleaſing - 
Liquor, I will drink plentifully of it, and eat Toaſt ex- 
ceedingly : Ah! my Spirits are cheered as it were, and 
are excited unto Joy and Gladneſs. 
Enter Butler and Cook. 
Cook. Oh that ſweet-tooth'd lickeriſh Hypocrite, who 
is always eating, and looks as if he had never eaten. 
But. His Meat does himſelf no more Good, than his 
Doctrine does others; ſtand cloſe ; you'll fee him devour 
that Punch-Toaſt, he'!l never be contented without all 
in the Bowl. 
Cook, It will diſguiſe him moſt wickedly ; and make 
him as drunk as one of the Profane. | 
Ned. It doth begin to invade my upper Region, my 
Pericranium doth ſeem to be ſomewhat inclined unto Gid- 
dineſs; hah ! the Room appeareth to turn round. 
[ He hiccups, belches and fneezes, and i, drunk. 
But. He is overtaken. 
Cool. Tis a very ſeaſonable time; Pm juſt going to knock 
to Supper, and my Lady won't eat without his Grace. 
But. Go quickly, he's in a ſweet Pickle for a Grace of 
a quarter of an Hour long, as he uſed to make 'em. 
[De Cook knocks up to Supper within, it gots ub. 
Nod. Where am I? Aml in the Buttery, or my own 
Cloſet ? a molt excellent Spice, I'll promiſe you. 
Enter Jane. 
Jane. Where are you, Mr. Noddy ? Supper is on ths 
Table, and my Lady ſtays for your Grace. 
Ned. Is it Supper-time, ſay you? now I think of of 
I begin to be hungry. 
But. Pray, Sir, make haſte, my Lady ſtays for you. 
Ned. What is the matter with me? I think my Feet 
are aſleep, I cannot uſe them, my Eyes are ſomewhat 


dim too; which is the way? 
C 8 But, 
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But. Ay, the Rogue hears my Maſter intends to turn 
over a new Leaf, and he has a Mind to wind about ; but 
this ſhan't ſerve his Turn, he's a Fanatick Rogue ſtill. 

[ Noddy ftaggers, they lead him out. 


[ Ex. omnes. 


SCENE the Ccbler's Houſe. 
* Nell, the Doctor, and his Man. 


Nell. RAY, Sir, mend your Draught, if you 
pleaſe, you are very welcome, Sir. 

Doc. Thank you heartily, good Woman; come, I'll 
give you ſome Requita!, I'II tell you your Fortune. 

Nell. Oh ! Pray do Sir, I never had my Fortune told 
me in my Lite, 

Do#. Let me behold the Lines of your Face. 

Nell. I'm afraid 'tis none of the cleaneſt, Sir, I have 
been about dirty Work, Sir, all this Day, 

Doc. Come, tis a good Face, be not aſham'd of it; 
you ſhall ſhew it in greater Places ſuddenly. 

Nell. Oh dear, 1 Sir? J ſhall be aſham'd mightily, I 
want Dacity when I come before great Folks. 

Do#. You muſt be confident, I charge you, and fear 
nothing, there is much Happineſs attends you. 

Nell. Oh me, this is a rare Man, Heaven be thanked. 

Ded. To-morrow before Sun-riſe, you ſhall be the 
happieſt Woman in this County. 

Nell. How, by Te-morrow ! Alack a-day, how can 
this be ? 

De#. No more ſhall you be troubled with a ſurly Huſ- 
band that ſhall rail, call you Names, and ſtrap you. 

Nell. Lord, how came he to know that? He has a 
Familiar : Indeed my Huſband is ſomewhat rugged, and 


in his Cups will beat me, but it is not much : He's an 
honeſt 


+ "© 
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honeſt painful Man, and I let him have his Way 3 
pray, Sir, take the other Cup of Ale. 

Doc. Thank you; to-morrow you ſhall be the richeſt 
Woman in the Hundred, and ride in your own Coach. 

Nell. O Father! now you jeer me. 

Dock. By Heaven I do not; but mark my Words, be 
confident, and bear all out, or worſe will follow. 


Enter Jobſon. 

Job. Where is this Quean ? Here, Nell, what a Pox, 
are you drunk with your Lambs-wool ? 

Nell. Oh Huſband ! Here's the rareſt Man, he has told 
me my Fortune. 

Job. Pox on you, and has planted my Fortune too, a 
luſty Pair of Horns upon my Head, has he ? 

Do#. Thy Wife's a virtuous Woman, and thou'lt be 
happy. 

Fob. Come out, ye Hang-dogs, ye Jugglers, ye cheat- 
ing Villains, muſt I be cuckolded by ſuch Rogues as you 
are, Mackmaticians, and Almanack.- makers? 

Nell. Prithee Peace, Huſband, we ſhall be rich, and 
have a Coach of our own. | 

Fob. A Coach! A Cart, a Wheel-barrow, you Jade 
by the mackin ſhe's drunk, bloody drunk, get you to 
Bed, you Strumpet. [ He beats ber, 

Nell. Oh Mercy on us, is this a Taſte of my good 
Fortune ? 

' Do. You had better not have touch'd her, you . 
Rogue. 

Job. Out of my Houſe, you Rogues, or III run my 
Nall up to the Handle in your Buttocks. 

Doct. Farewel, you paltry Slave. 

Jeb. Get you out, you Rogues. 

[Scene changes to the open Country. 

[She ſhuts the Door, and goes in. 

Dec. What? Hoh my Spirits, Nadir and Aiſtoz, hoh? 
C 3 Enter 


18 The Devil fa WIr E: Or, 


Enter Nadir and Abiſhog flying down. 
Bb, 5 Here, we're here. 
Doctor. Preſto, all my Charms attend: ; 
E'er this Night ſhall haue an End, 
You fhall this Cobler's Wife transform ; 
And to the Knight the like perform. 
This Bed the Cobler's Wife I'll charm, 
The Knight's into the Cobler's Arm; 
Let the Delufion be ſo ſtrong, 
That none ſhall know the Right from Wrong. 
The Non-con Parſon ſo afright, 
That he may ever rue this Night ; 
Scare him from his little Wits, 
And his Hypocritich Fits. 
Nadir. 2 All this this Night aue will perform, 
Abiſhog. Y In a Whirl-wind, in a Storm, 
In Lightmng and in Thunder. 
Doctor. Fly, 
And muſter all the Clouds ith' Shy ; 
Attend me till the Dawn of Day, 
And then you may go ſport and play. 
Hold, here comes Sir Richard's Man, he'll guide 
us to our Lodging, let us meet him; to Horſe. 
FExeunt Onmes. 
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SCENE Sir Richard's Houſe, the Dining-Room, 
Sir Richard, Mr. Rowland, My. Longmore. 


Sir Riab. ELL, my dear Friends, tho' you have 
found my Houſe in ſome Diſorder, I 
cannot but rejoice to ſee you ; the Sight of Friends will 
lighten great Afflictions. | 
Noto. Some Years have paſt ſince we have been merry 


together. Long. 
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Long. We have not met theſe five Years: Marriage, 
Travel, Buſig eſs, and your Retirement, Sir Richard, have 
thus ſeparated us. 

Sir Rich. Us, that for ſeveral Years of pleaſant frolick 
Youth, were ne'er aſunder. 

Row. I call methinks a pleaſant Seaſon back; here's 2 
Brimmer to our old Acquaintance. 

Sir Rich. About with it. 

Long. But now tis late, we keep you out of Bed from 
your new Wife. 

Sir Rich; A Wife! Oh Friends, take Warning, marry 
not, I ſay, do not marry. | 

Row. Why? You have a handſome Lady, and a rich one. 

Sir Rich. Oh Gentlemen, I would be glad to have the 
Witch of Ender, were ſhe alive, inſtead of her; I am 
link'd to an Amazonian Devil, ſuch a ThaleQris, ſuch a 
perpetual Fixen, and a Shrew, ſuch a Tongue, that 
twould be a Bleſſing to be lodg'd in London, with a Sil- 
ver-ſmith under me, a Brazier overhead, a Trunk-maker 
and a Pewterer on cither ſide of me, and all of 'em in- 
duſtrious Rogues to boot; a Bleſſing, I ay, in Compari- 
ſon of her continual Clamour, all thoſe Noiſes in Conſort 
are ſoft and gentle Harmony to her own ſingle Voice. 

Long. Methought ſhe look'd ſomewhat proudly, her 
Countenance between Scorn and Anger. 

Sir Rich. She wiſh'd crooked Pins in every bit of Meat 
you eat, and Poiſon in every Glaſs of Wine you ſwal- 
low'd. 

Row. Say you ſo ; tis time for us to leave you then. 

Sir Rich. No, fear not, this Night is the laſt of her 
ſhort Reign: I have ſent for her Father to dine with me 
To-morrow, and after Dinner I will pack her away 
with her ſeparate Maintenance, and then we'll ſpend the 
Chriflmas in Freedom, Mirth, and Jollity; and I am 
overjoy'd you are here to be Witneſſes to my Pro- 
ceedings, | 
| Euter 
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Enter jane. 


Jane. Sir, my Lady commanded me to tell you, me 11 
rout you and your lew'd Companions, if you come not 


away preſently ; I hope you'll pardon me. [Exit Jane. 


Sir Rich. Tell her; I come, I am ſent for. But here's 
the other Brimmer to my Deliverance, 

Long. Away with it. 

Sir Rich. I'Il lay my whole Misfortune now before you: 
T have not only married an indefatigable Scold, but a Fa- 
natick into Bargain; nay, I have married her Chaplain 
too, who was, I take it, a Weaver, and ordain'd himſelf 
by virtue of outward Grace, and inward Knavery ; have 
a care; I warn you of a Bigot or zealous Woman, for be 
ſhe never ſo wicked, ſhe will be always fo full of fpiri- 
tual Pride, ſhe'll think you a Limb of Satan. 

Row. Tis a juſt Obſervation. 

Long. And for a Chaplain, I would as ſoon have a 
Ruffian in my Houſe, for he muſt govern, or the Wife 
will rage. 

Sir Rich. Right : Then, my Friends, I conjure ye have 
a care of ſeparate Maintenance; a damn'd Invention to 
make Whores and curſed Wives as bad ; I would not 
marry the Queen of Sheba were ſhe alive upon thoſe 
Conditions. 

Row. All this daily Experience tells us. 

Sir Rich. A Curſe of an Owl, that muſt try and would 
not truſt Experience, but at his own coſt. Another Point 
is, for I am bound in Charity to warn you, have a care 
of an ill-born or ill-bred Woman, there is as much in the 
Strain, as in Horſes or Dogs, we all take after our kind. 

. You are in the right of it, 1 have not heard a 
better Preaching. 

Sir Rich. And for breeding, tho' almoſt all Women are 
Fools, yet thoſe that are well-bred, by the help of that 
will behave themſelves with ſome Diſcretion and good 
Manners 


a, = 
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Manners at leaſt ; and now in what a Caſe am I, that am 

i | under all theſe Curſes which I warn you from? Ho-. 
ickſome muſt it be to me, who with my firſt dear Wiſes ; 
e. | that Saint in Heaven, had all the Happineſs that Man on 
Earth was capable of ? 

Row, Tis hard, but like to be as ſhort. 

Sir Rich. One more to the Memory of my ſormer 
Wife, a Brimmer to help to drown my Sorrow for this. 

Long. Let it go round; we knew her. 

Row. She deſerv'd all Honour. 


If Enter Lady. 
e Lady. Now Shame upon you and your filthy * 
e | nions, I'll make your Glaſſes and your Bottles fly; and 
i- | that lewd Miniſter of your Debauchery, your Butler, 
I' rout him, for not bringing me the Key of the Cellar, 
a Raſcal. [Sir Rich. avhiftles, 
a | Enter Servants. | 
e "oi Your Pardon, we are going. 
Lady. Going ? Yes, to make one another drunk, and 
e ſot all Night about it; ye may be aſham'd, ye Beaſts; why 
o || do I call you Beaſts? Beaſts ſcorn to be drunk like you, 
t Sir Rich. This, Gentlemen, is my ſweet Lady. 
c Lady, Gentlemen! Your fellow Bots, your guzling 
Drunkards; get ye to Bed, ye Spunges. 
Sir Rich. Light the Gentlemen; your Fires are ready: 
You ſee I am under Correction, ſweet Princeſs, 


ff you in one would ſum up ev'ry Curſe, 
Take ſuch a Spouſe for better and for worſe, 


* ACT 
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Enter Butler, Cook, Serving Man, diſguis d. 
Butler. 


Y tlemens Men their Bellies full. 
Cold. But at laſt we have ſous'd 'em 
Wo) quickly up to ſome Tune. 
Serv. Man. I am bouzy and right for 
Miſchief; let's execute our Deſign upon Non-con. 

But. Have at him; are your Jack-Chains and your 
Humming Tops ready ? 

Serv. Man. They are, I have em here; he muſt be 
drunk,. with a Pox to him, and could not fay Grace. 

But. A Curſe on him, he ſtagger'd againſt my Side- 
Table, and brake twenty Shillings worth of Flint Glaſ- 
ſes. And tho' we all depoſed againſt his Drunkenneſs, 
our pious Lady call'd us perjur'd Rogues, and ſaid he had 
eaten ſomething that did not agree with him. 

Serv. Man. And when we could not get him to him- 
ſelf, my Lady ſaid it was an Apoplexy. 

Cook. Ay, and made me heat a Frying-pan red-hot, to 
hold over his Pate, from which ſhe had made the Hair 
be ſhav'd off. 

Serv. Man. Nay, ſhe has employ'd all her Skill in Phy- 
ſick upon him ; ſhe has laid a huge Cauſtick Plaiſter be- 
tween his Neck and Shoulders to raiſe Bliſters, which 
will make him roar before Morning. 

Cook. His Head's all raw with the ſingeing 3 if he had 
not begun to roar, I believe ſhe would have carbonado'd 

him for his Apoplectick Drunkenneſs. _ 
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But. What Sport it will be when he wakes! He'll 
wonder what the Devil they have done to him, he'll 
be plaguy fore. 

Cook. Now he has almoſt ſlept out his firſt Sleep, he'll 
wake half ſober, deviliſh fick, and in Pain, and "twill be 
a fit time to begin our Perſecution upon him. 

But. I am afraid we fhall make him diſtracted with 
the Fright. 

Cook. If we make him mad, he may get ſome Wit by 
the Bargain; he's now ſo dull a Rogue, that any Alte- 
ration would be for the beſt. 

' But. Come, put on the Shapes. 
Serv. Man. Here, the Dogs will fit me, Fobn Cook fhall 
be the Bear, and you ſhall repreſent great Bee/zebub himſelf. 

But. Agreed, hang on your Chains; liſt how the 
Rogue ſnorts like a Sackbut ; let's withdraw into our 
Tyring-Room, and then enter. 


The SCENE opens and diſcover; Noddy in Bed, and 
: they enter. 
Nod. R. Chip, why Butler Chip, I ſay, ſome 
Small Beer, give me an Ocean of Small Beer, 
II will ſwim in Small Beer. 
But. He's between ſleeping and waking, now to your 
o | Work. 
ir | Ned. Mercy on me! where have been? I am all on 
Fire, and my Head all burnt; is the Bed or the Room 
on Fire? Fire, Fire, Fire ; hah ! Heaven, what Noiſe is 
e- that! Hah it is Satan, verily, what 
þ | Fiends are thoſe in Chains? Oh Faith, [They et the Hum- 
Faith ! where art thou, I am frail, ming Tops a going, 
iq frail, even as one of the wicked ! then rattle their 
Oh! Mercy, Mercy, how I diſſolve! Chains] 
 I'vho are ye, in the Name of Hea- 


ven? 
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ven ? Speak, what will they do? Will they fetch me 
from hence? Oh Satan Sweet Satan, Satan, 
ſpare me, thou miſtakeſt me: tempt me not, I am not 
righteous, I am wicked, yea, even as one of the Pro- 
fane, I am an Hypocrite truly, a zea- 
{They pull all the lous Hypocrite, verily : Oh ſpare me, 
Chaths of the oh! oh! Sweet Satan, dear Satan, 
Bed] ſpare me. 
| [He holds em with all his Strength, and roar;, 
[ They ceaſe a while. 
But. This is enough in the Dark; now let him be- 
hold ye. 
Nod. Oh, oh, I conceive there is a Light now in the 
Room, let me ſee if I dare © 
[He brings in Eyes: Oh Heaven | What Fiend is this 
a Light.) comes to me? It is like a Dog, oh! oh 
[The Serwing- I conjure thee, Fiend! Say what thou 
Man in his art ; in the Name of Heaven, if thou 
Dog's Shape beeſt a Dog, ſpeak ; oh, oh, what's here, 
creeps to the a Bear? Avaunt, avaunt, O good Sa: 
Bed] tan, forbear; oh, what's here, the chief 
Devil! I dare not ſee any more, oh, 
ſweet Beelzcbub, ſpare me, Mercy, good Satan. 
[The Cook lies down on the Bed like a Bear, Noddy roar: 
yet louder, and ſhrinks under the Cloaths, and ſpeaks |] 
But. Art thou a true ſeard Hypocrite ? 
od. Yea, I am, I am. 
But. Falſely zealous, and truly ſeditious ? 
Nod. Oh, oh, I, I am, Sir. 
But. Moſt immoderately given to thy Gut ? 
Nod. Yes, yes, my great Delight is in Creature-Com- 
forts. 
But. The chief Motive to thy Zeal, thoſe Creature- 
Comforts, thou get'ſt by thy Hypocriſy ? 
Ned. Oh, oh, yes verily. 


But 
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Bur. By this thou haſt committed Carnality with El- 
ot der Wives and Daughters, and haſt been much given to 
0-F Concupiſcence. 
© Ned. "Tis true, moſt exceedingly. 
ie, But. You uſe not Copulation with the Wicked, for 
fear of Scandal? | 

Ned. No, I engender only with the Righteous : Good 
Sir, have done, I am half diſſolv'd. 

But. By this thou get's thy ſelf made Executor and 
ll Truſtee? 

Ned. Oh yes; it is the chief End of my Profeſſion to 

prey on Orphans. 
W But. Oh Rogue ! Ha, what a dreadful Thunder- 


ul Clap was that! [ It Thunders and Lightens. 
Y Serv. Man, What a Storm is this ariſing ? | 

JU [Serv. and Cook come from the Bed. 
Ju Cook. God's Body, what a Clap was there ! It ſhook 
© the Houle. 

a- Serv. Man. Come, let us be gone, we have tormented 
ei him enough. 


l Cook. No, no, this will help us better to affright him. 
But. The Rogue ſliall no longer rail at auricular Con- 
eien, who has confeſſed, as he thinks, to the Devil. 
LNadir riſes wwith a great Thunder- Clap, and appeareth to em. 
Ned. Oh! I am almoſt dead; ſure the Fiends are gone, 
and have carried this End of the Building with them at 
that laſt Clap. [ He is preparing ſome Teads on a Plate. 
But. Come, come, t'other Bout, 
Nad. Ah, come, come [Nadir riſes, 
1 Cook. Hah, Tom What's this? We are four now. 
Serv. Man. Why Ned? we were but three, ha! one, 
a two, three, four. 
N Hah, Jobn ] what's the Meaning of this? who is 
this? 
Cook. Nay, what a Pox know I ? I am ſure we were 
but three, we are increas'd one in Number. 
D Serv. 


26 be Devil Fa WIE: Or, 
Her. Man. Foh7 what a Stink of Brimſtone's here? 
[The Spirit is placing @ Toad upon a Plate, the 
Spirit goes to Noddy, he eats a Toad, and on 
his Fork preſents Noddy with another. 
But. Let me ſee, what is he a doing ? 
Ned. There is Silence, now let me peep out, Oh 
Heaven 
Nad. Here, Parſon, eat this Toad, here, will you eat 
this Toad ? 
But. Oh Heaven ! what's this, my Hair begins to 
ſtand on end. 
Nad. Eat this Toad, I ſay. | 
Nod. Oh, no, godd Satan, I hate a Toad, it is too 
like Fiſh, and I could never endure Fiſh, becauſe the 
Papiſts eat ſo much. 
Nad. Who will eat a Toad ? 
[Nadir turns him to the Company, Fire 


flaſhes about him. 
Bather. | 
Cook. Oh the Devil, the Devil, oh, oh! 


Serv. Man. 
| [They run roaring out, and Noddy roars, 
the Scene ſhuts upon the Bed. 
Cook, Butler, Serv. Man, re-enter. 
But. Help, help. 
Cook. The Devil, the Devil ! 
Serv. Man. If ever I fright any Body again, may I 
{uffer the Srrapade. 


Enter Sir Richard with a Candle, and bis Sword drawn. 


Sir Rich. What Noiſes are theſe ? here are Thieves in 
my Houſe ; what, ho, where are my Servants ? 

But. Here, Sir, we are got up; there have been moſt 
horrible Diſturbances in the Parſon's Chamber ; he roars 
like a furious Bull with the Dogs about him, liſten. 

Ned. The Devil, the Devil! Mugder, Help, Help. 

Sir Rich. Hang him, the Rogue's drunk ſtill; is it he 
that has diſturbed the Houſe ? [Nod- 
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[Noddy comes running in roaring with a Blanket about Bim. 
Ned. Oh the Devil, the Devil! avoid, thou Temper. 
Enter haſtily Rowland and Longmore, with their Swords 
drawn, with a Light. 

Rowl. What's the Matter here? 

Long. Oh, Sir Richard, we have been fo diſturbed with 
Noiſes, we thought ſome Rogues had got into your Houle, 
and were committing a Robbery. 

Sir Rich. It's nothing but a drunken Zealot, that has 
been troubleſome in his Cups, and he has diſturb'd the 
Hole. . 

Ned. Drank ! I defy thee and thy Works. 

Long. Ha! what Apparition is that? 

But. Apparition, where, where ? 

Sir Rich. I ſhall ſoon make your Apparition vaniſh. 

Nod. I have ſeen a Viſion this Night. 

Sir Rich. What, of Malt and Hops, Punch and Strate- 
Burg Brandy; or a Fool's Head in a Looking-Glaſs ? take 
him and lock him into his Chamber, 

Nod. Oh, for Heaven's ſake ! "tis haunted with Devils; I 
have been tormented all Night: They have laid a Plaiſter 
of melted Brimſtone upon my Shoulders, and ſinged my 
Head with ſulphurous Flames: Oh, the Devil! the Devil! 

[They hurry him off, and lock him up. 

Sir Rich. You ſhall diſturb the Houſe no more to Night. 
Gentlemen, I am ſorry that this Fanatick Preacher ſhould 
diſturb you: he was drunk laſt Night, and fancies he's 
haunted with Devils; he's nothing but frighted with the 
Thunder and Lightning at this time of the Winter. 

Rowl. Which has been the ſtrangeſt I ever heard ; I 


thought the Houſe had fallen down, or at leaſt part of it. 
Long. Such Thunder in this Winter-Seaſon is prodigious? 


methinks it ſhould fright the Women out of their Wits. 
Sir Rich. I could not wake my ſweet Lady, ſhe lay #8 
if ſhe were dead: I believe it is her Property to be ſilent 

in a Storm, and ever tempeſtuous in a Calm, , 
D 2 Sir 
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Sir Rich. See what's a Clock by the Pendulum. 
[Ex. Serv. and re-enters. 

Serv. "Tis within leſs than half an Hour of Five. 

Rowl. Tis almoſt time to think of hunting; you told 
us we ſhould ſee your Harriers run. 

Sir Rich. Let's to our Chambers, and reſt an Hour or 
two? we have Game jult by. 

Long. With all our Hearts. 

Sir Rich. Bid the Grooms be ready ; Butler, do you 
call us, and Cook, be ready with a Breakfaſt ; come, Gen- 
tlemen, our Way is the ſame. [Ex. Omnes: 

Enter Nadir and Abiſhog. 
Nadir. Well met, tis time aue now be gone, 
Already all our Work is done; 
The Transformation's wrought ſo ſure, 
The Doctor's Time it ſhall endure. 
The Lady's in the Cobler's Hut; 
The Cobler's Wife to th Knight is put; 
And ave defy the ſharpeſt Sight, 
E'er to diflinguiſh which is right. 


SCENE the Cobler's Houſe. 
Jobſon in his Stall, bis Bed in fight. 


Jab. HAT, has the Devil been abroad to Night? 
I never heard ſuch Thunder-Claps and ſuch 
a Storm, I thought my little Houſe would have flown away. 
But now all is clear, and 'tis a fine Star-light Morning. 
Come, I'll to work: Winter's Thunder is Summer's Wonder. 
In Bath a wanton Wife did dwell, 
As Chaucer he did write; 
Who wantonly did ſpend her Days 
In many a fond Delight. 


Upon 


[They fink down. 
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Upon a Time fore fick ſhe was ; 
And at the length did die: 

Her Soul at laſt at Heaven Gate 
Did knock moſt mightily. 

Then down came Adam to the Gate, 
Who knocketh there, quoth he ? 

Jam the Wife of Bath foe ſaid, 
Who fain would come to thee. 

Thou art a Sinner, Adam ſaid, 
And here no Place can'/t haue: 

Alack for you, good Sir, ſhe ſaid, 
Go Gipp, you doating Knave. 

Lady. How now? What impudent Ballad-ſinging 


Rogue's that, that dare awake me out of my Sleep? I'll 
have thee flea'd, thou Raſcal. 
Job. Why ? what a Pox, does this Jade talk in her 


dkcep, or is ſhe drunk ſtill ? [ He fings on, 

I avill come in in ſpite, ſhe ſaid, 
Of all ſuch Churls as thee : 

Thou art the Cauſe of all our Pain, 
Our Woe and Miſery. 

Thou firft brok'ft the Commandments, 
In Pleaſure of thy Wife. 

When Adam heard her tell this Tale, 
He ran azvay for Life. 

Lady. Why Villain, Raſcal, Skreech-Owl ; a worſe Noiſe 
than a Dog hung in the Pales, or a Hog in a great Wind. 
Here, where are my Servants ? come and hamſtring the 
Rogue. [ She knocks. 

Job. Why, how now, you ſawcy Jade, you con- 
founded Quean, you muſt be drunk with Conjurers, you 
ſhall have Money for Lamb:-Wooll, you whoreſon Drab. 

Lady. Death! what Dog is this, where is my Bell? 1 
can't find it to ring, where are my Servants? I'Il toſs the 
Dog in a Blanket. | 
D : Job, 


44 


30 The Devil of a WIr E: Or, 


Job. She's aſleep, ſure, and all this is a Dream; the 
Conjurer told her ſhe ſhould keep a Coach, and ſhe is 
dreaming of her Equipage, ha, ha. [ He fings. 

Lady. Why, Husband ; Sir Richard, do you hear this 
Inſolence? 
Job. Husband, Sir Richard; what a Pox, has ſhe 
knighted me? My Name is Zetel too, here's a Jeſt indeed. 

Lady. Hah, he's gone, he's not i'th' Bed, Oh Heaven! 
where am I? foh, what Savour is this in my Noſtrils? 
here are ſtinking Leather Breeches, and a Leather Apron, 
here are Canvas Sheets, and filthy ragged Curtains, a 
Leaſtly Rug, and a Flock Bed: Am I awake, or is all this 

a Dream? what Rogue is that? Sirrah, where am I; who 
brought me hither ? Rogue ! what Raſcal are you ? 

Fob. This is moſt amazing, I-never heard ſuch Words 
from her; fo, God ſave me, if I take my Strap, I'll make 
you know your Husband, and teach you a little better 
Manners, you ſaucy Drab. 

Lad). Oh aſtoniſhing Impudence, you my Husband ! III 
have you hang d, you Re gue; I'm a Lady, Sirrah ; let me 
_— who gave me a ſleeping Potien, and convey'd me 

ther. 

Job. A ſleeping Potion, a Pox on you, you drunken 
Jade, you had a ſlecping Potion, has not your Lambs- 
Wooll done working yet ? 

Lady. Where am I? where has my damn'd villainous Hus- 
band put me? why Jane, Lettice, where are my Queans ? 

Job. Ha, ha, ha; what does ſhe call her Maids; the 
Conjurers have not only made her drunk, but mad too. 

Lady. He talks of Conjurers, ſure Pm bewitch'd, ha! 
what Cloaths are here? here's a Linſey-Woolſey Gown, 
a Callico Hood, and a red Bays Petticoat, and Shoes with 
Hobnails. I'm removed out of my own Houſe by Witch- 
craft? what ſhall 1 do, or what will become of me ? 

Job. Hark, the Hunters, and the merry Horns abroad: 
Why Nell, you lazy Jade, tis Break of Day, come to work, 
ome, come and ſpin you Drab, or IU N your lazy 

Hide 
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Hide for you? Pox on you, mult I be working two Hours 
before you in a Morning? 
Lady. Why Sirrah, you impudent Villain, do you know 
me ? : 
Fob. Know you, yes, and will make you know me be- 
fore I have done with you. 
Lady. I am Sir Richard Lovemore's Lady, how camel here? 
Job. Sir Richard Loavemore's Lady ! no, not ſo bad yet, 
ſhe's a damn'd ſtingy Fanatick Whore, and plagues every 
one that comes near her; the whole Country curſes her. 
[She flings the Bedſftaffs and Lumber at his Head. 
Lady. Nay, then TIl hold no longer, you Rogue, you 


inſolent Villain, have at you. 
Job. This is more than cer I ſaw by her; ſhe's mad 


ſure, I never had an ill Word from her before ; come, 

ſtrap, I'll try your Mettle; Ul] fetch you out of your 

drunken Fits, you Maukin ; come, come on, Huſwife. 
[He flraps her, foe flics at bis Throat, they fight. 

Lady. Oh Murder, Murder; Plt pull your Throat out, 
I'll tear your Eyes out; I'm a Lady, Sirrah; Sir Richard 
Lovemore will hang you for this. 

[They fight, and ſhe cries out. 
Enter Countryman. 

Countrym. Why Neighbour John, what is the Mat- 
ter; I was going to fodder my Cattle, and heard Mur- 
der cry'd here ? 

Lady. Oh Fellow, do you know Sir Rich. Lovemore ? 

Countrym. Ay marry do I well enough, he's my Land 
lord; he's as honeſt a Gentleman as any is in forty Mile 
of his Head. | 

Job. Prithee, Neighbour, don't mind her; ſhe was 
drunk yeſterday with Conjurers; ſhe's mad till, and I 
can't get her up to her Spinning-Work. 

Lad. Oh help me, I'm Sir Richard Lovemore's Lady, | 


convey'd hither I know not how, to be tormented * 
lam d by this outragious Villain. 


„ 
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Job. Did not I tell you ſhe was mad ? come out you 
Jade, Tl fetch you to your Spindle. 

Countrym. Hold you, Neighbour ; this is a pretty 
Whirlegig; I know my Lady right well, and Goody 
Fobjon too; ah Goody Fobſon, I'm ſorry to ſee this, you 
are mad indeed : my Lady, quo ſhe. 

[He takes the Cand e and looks on her. 

Fob. What a Pox, do you think I don't know my own 
Wife? that Mole under her left Eye. 


Countrym. A Lady; no Neighbour Jobſon, thou art ten 


times better a Woman, no diſpraiſe to her; ſhe's the hearteats 
Jade that ever came i' th Pariſh, the whole Country curſes 


her. 
Lady. Oh he has bruiſed me, and lamed me, and I am 


almoſt dead with the Stench of this filthy Place; either 


am remov'd by Enchantment, or they have given me 


Opium, and in a dead Sleep they have brought me hi- 


ther: Are you in earneſt ? look on me, do you not know 
my Lady Lowemore ? I'll give you a hundred Pound, and 
carry me home. [They both laugh. 
Job. Why you mad Beaſt, you my Lady Lovemore ? A 
Pox on her, I know her well enough, ſhe gave me three 
or four damn'd Blows of the Pate laſt Night, in her own 
Houſe. 
Lady. I did ſo; I remember you now, I did give you 
thoſe Blows on the Pate in my Houſe laſt Night. 
Countrym. Why Goody Fobſon, why do yau think I 
am blind? I do not know my Lady ? a plaguy Quean, 
why all the Country rings on her. 
[She falls upon the Country-Fellow, and beats him 
. out of Doors; he runs out, crying, help, help. 
Lady. This is a Conſpiracy of Rogues. 
Countrym. Help, help; if ſhe be not my Lady, ſhe - 
has learnt of my Lady. [ Ex. Countrym. 
Lady. Is this the Rogue my Husband's Revenge upon” 


me ? Here's Cloaths, here's filthy Rage, oh foh ! Oh 
miſerable 
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miſerable Woman ! I ſhall be deliver d md tacks? en 0 
for it. * | 
Enter Jobſon with a Reck and Spindle. 

Fob. Come, come, you Quean, Ill make you leave 
your fooling, come to your Spindle, or elſe I'll lam your 
Hide, you were ne' er lamm'd ſo ſince you were an Inch 
long. Take it up you Jade. | 

* [She fins it den, be frags ber. 

Lady. Hold, holt, what ſhall I do, I can't ſpin. 

Fob. Oh! I thought I ſhould bring you to your ſelf to. 
work. TIl unto my Stall, tis broad Day now ; why, why, 
"you awkard Jade; I think her Brains are turn d, ſhe has 
forgot to ſpin. [He fings and ſtitches. 

Lach. I know this Place, Ill try my Feet, Il run into 
the Town ; ſome Body will ſecure me there, ſure. 
(.be runs out, be follows ber. 

Job. What does the Jade run fort? I'll after her. 
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Ne SCENE changer to Sir Richard Lovemore's Houſe. 
The Bed. Chamber, Nell Jobſon in Bed. 


Nell. HAT heavenly Dreams I have had this 

Night? Methought I was in Paradiſe, up- 
on a Bed of Roſes, and of Violets, and the ſweeteſt Huſ- 
band by my Side ; ſure it was a Dream: Ha! where am 
I now! Bleſs us! what Sweets are theſe about me? No- 
Garden in the Spring can equal them, nor Buds of Roſes 
with the Dew upon them: Am I upon a Bed? The 
Sheets are Sarcenet, ſure ; no Linnen ever was ſo fine ; 
what a gay filken Robe have I gotten ? Oh Heaven! I. 
dream ! I dream ! Nothing but Point, and Lace, and 
Gold, and Fringe: Oh let me never awake ! Nothing 
but Gold, fine Work and Carving. Oh Pather, what 


3 GlaG is there; There's a ſumptuous Carpet upon the 
Table, 


4 
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Table, and filver Plate; ſure I dy'd to Night in my 
"I and am gone to Heaven, and this is it! 
Enter Jane. 

| Jane. Now muſt I go to be call'd Whore or Jade, and 
[ fifty other Names, I muſt wake an Alarm that will not 
| lye ſtill till Midnight at the ſooneſt, Madam, Madam. 
j [She goes ſneaking towards the Bed. n 
1 Nell. Lord, who is this? what ſay'ſt thou, ſweet Heart ? | 
j Fane. Sweet Heart! O Lord, Sweet Heart? The beſt 
# Names I have had theſe twelve Months from her, have 
been, Whore. or Jade: Madam, what Gown and what 
Ruffles will your Ladyſhip pleaſe to wear to Day? 

Nell. Oh Lord, what does ſhe mean? Ladyſhip, Gown 
and Ruffles ; ſore I am awake now, I remember the cun- i 
ning Man. Th 

Jane. Say you, Madam? 

Nell. The ſame I did Veſterday, Child. 

Jane. Mercy upon me Child! Here's a Miracle. b. 

Enter Maid ſneaking. 

Maid. Is my Lady awake, and have you had e'er a 
Slipper or a Shoe flung at your Head yet ? 
| Fane. Oh no, I am overjoy'd ; ſhe is in the kindeſt 
| Humour, nothing but Love and Sweetneſs; go to the 
Bed, and ſpeak to her now; now is your Time. 

Maid. You laugh at me, now is your Time, fays ſhe, 
what to have an Eye beaten out, or another Tooth ? Ma- 
dam. | fen. | * 

Nell. What fay'ſt thou, Girl? Father, what would ſhe 
have ? 

Maid. What Work will your Ladyſhip have me do to 
Day ? Shall I work Plain-work, or go on my Parchment ? 

Nell. Work ſay'ſt thou, why? "Tis Holiday, Child, 
no Work to Day. . 

Maid. Oh Mercy, am I or ſhe awake ! Or do we both 


dream 
Fane. Did not I tell you. 


Maid. Here's a bleſt Change! Fane. 
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Jane. If it continues we are all made, we ſhall be a 
Nell. Who's that ? 
Enter Footboy with Billets. | 
Foot. Now ſhall I be condemn'd to the Dog-whip i in- 
ſtead of a Breakfaſt. 
| Fane. Some Billets for your Ladyſhip's Fire. 
Nell. That's a good Boy. 
Fort. O Lord! O Lord! is that my Lady? 
lu runs out jumping: 
Jane. Go, Sir; ſhe's in a rare Humour. 
Nell. Prithee, Sweet-heart, give me my Things; TI 
riſe, I can't abide to lye in Bed. 
Jane. Have I my Senſes or not? Good lack. 
Nell. This cunning Man is a rare Man; he ſaid I muſt 
bear it out, I'm amazed ! I know not what to do. 
{Jane gives her a rich Morning Gown, 
Fane. Here's your Ladyſhip's Morning Gown. 
Nell. Where are my Eyes, they are dazzled ? This is 
| a Robe fit for an Angel to wear. Bleſs me, I ſhall not 
| know my fell 


Lid. 
[She riſes from her Bed. 
Maid. Your Ladyſhip's Chocolate's ready. 
Nell. Mercy on me, what's that? Tis ſome Garment 
ſure 3 well, put it on, then, Sweet-heart. | 
Maid. Put it on, Madam; I have taken it off, tis 
ready to drink. 
Nell. Drink, fays ſhe? I mean, put it by; I don't 
| care for drinking. 
| Enter Footboy and Cook. | 
Cook. Now go I like a Bear to the Stake, to know 
what her ſcurvy Ladyſhip will have for Breakfaſt ; how 
many raſcally Names ſhall I be called? 
Foet. You are miſtaken there never was ſuch a Change, 
| {ihe's nothing but Goodneſs ; you'll be overjoy d aa” 


* 
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Cook. You arch Dog, III lug you by the Ears, Sirrah, 
if you play the Rogue with me. _ [Exit Footboy. 

Maid. Oh! Jobs Cook, you'll be out of your Wits to 
ſee this Change; oh, ſhe's the ſweeteſt Lady ! 

Cook. What the Devil, are they all mad ? 

Fane. Madam, here's the Cook come to know what 
your Ladyſhip will pleaſe to have for Breakfaſt. 

Nell. Oh Lord, there's a fine Cook; he looks like one 
of your Gentlefolks. (A4fde.) I am very hungry indeed, 
honeſt Man ; pray get me a Raſher upon the Coals, and 
a Piece of one Milk Cheeſe, and ſome white Bread. 

Fane. Here's Humility, what a Converſion's here! 

Cook. Hey, what is to do here ! what the Devil's the 
Matter ! my Head turns round; where am 1? Honeſt 
Man ! I look for Rogue or Raſcal at the beſt. 

Fane. Oh, Madam, that will lye heavy upon your Lady- 
ſhip's Stomach; he'll get you ſome dainty Diſh immediately. 

Nell. Do then e' en what wo't, good Mr. Cook. = 

Cook. Good Lord | Good Mr, Cost! Oh 'tis a ſweet 
Lady. (Afide.) And by my Troth I will, Madam, pre- 
fently ; I'm overjoy'd, methinks I could leap ont of my 


Skin, 
Enter Butler. 

Chis, kiſs me, prithee kiſs me, I fay ; I'm out of my 
Wits. We have the rareſt Lady, the ſweeteſt Lady that 
ever Men ſerv'd ; go and be aftoniſh'd as I am. 

But. You ſhamming Rogue, I think you are out of 
your Wits indeed ; what the Devil doth he mean? The 
Maid looks merrily too. 

Fane. Chip the Butler is come, Madam, to know what 
your Ladyſhp wall pleaſe to drink. Come near, Mr. ar: ; 
you'll be amaz'd. (Afide.) 

Nell. Good Mr. Chip, let me have fome geod Small 
Beer when my Breakfaſt comes up. 

* But. Mr. Chip! Mr. Chip! 1 ſhall be turn'd into a 
Lone with Amazement. Madam, would not 2 
** 
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Nell. Oh me, what hard Names are theſe! I muſt not 
betray my ſelf. LA. 


Ves, if you will, Mr. Butler. 
But. Heaven and Earth, I'm amaz'd ! Here will be 


Joy ! Go get you in and be happy as I am ; Joy, Joy. 


[Exit Butler. 
1a Coachman. 
Coach. The Cook has been bantering I do not knoty 
how long, does the Butler banter too ? 
Fane. Madam, the Coachman is at the Door. 
Enter Coachman. 
Nell. Come in, good Coachman. 
Coach. Will your Ladyſhip pleaſe to take the Air to 
Day? If fo, which will you have, the Coach or the Chariot? 
Nell. Thank you, which you think convenient. 
Coach. Oh Heaven! 'The Sky will fall ; what's this? 
[ He goes out ſmiling. 
Nell. Sure I cannot be awake ; how overjoy'd they all 
ſeem to wait on me. Oh notable cunning Man, I'm the 
happieſt Woman; I grow giddy with my Happineſs; I'll 
retire and give Heaven Thanks for this. ; 
Where is my Common-Prayer-Book ? 


Fane. Common-Prayer-Book ! Here's a Turn; what 


will Non-con fay ? Your Ladyſhip has none; but here's my 


Maſter's, [Sbs takes it. (Ex. 


Nell. Thank you, Sweet-heart. 
Enter Sir Richard and his two Friends ſrom Hunting. 
Sir Rich. How do you like this, Gentlemen ? we have 


had a ſmart Turn or two. 


[AI the Servants fock about bim. 
Row. I never followed fleeter Dogs that had any Noſes. 
Long. I hate your meer fleet Hounds, that kill preſent- 


ly in View; it is as bad as Courſing. 
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Sir Rich. Methinks there's Pleaſure to ſee em hit it off at 
a Fault, as well as there is in hard Riding. 

Lang. And to ſee the Doubles and Shifts an old Hare 
will make for her Life, Faith, beyond a Fox. 

Sir Rich. I ſpare my Horſes to Day, which made me 
come home ſo ſoon ; but To-morrow you ſhall try my Fox- 


Hounds, and then, Gentlemen, I will lead you a Dance. 


But. Sir, here's the rareſt News. 
Fane. There was never the like, Sir ; you'll be over- 


joy'd and amaz'd. 


Sir Rich. What, are you mad? What's the matter with 
you? 

Enter Coachman, and three or four Servants more 

Jumping in. 

Sir Rich. How now; what's the Matter? Here's a new 
Face in my Family ; what, all Joy and Mirth, what does 
it mean, or is it a Chri//mas Gambol ? 

But. Oh, Sir, the Family's tum'd topſy turvy ; we 
are almoſt diſtracted, we are the happieſt People. 

Jane. I cannot contain my ſelf; my Lady, Sir, my Lady. 

Sir Rich. What, is ſhe dead? 

But. Dead, no Heaven forſend ; ſhe's the beſt Lady, 


the ſweeteſt Lady. 


Fane. Oh the deareſt, kindeſt Lady, you are the hap- 
pieſt Man, Sir, living. 

But. Never was ſuch a Change, ſuch a Miracle ! why, 
all the Houſe will lay down their Lives for her. 

Jane. She has oblig'd us all the kindlieſt and the 
ſweetlieſt; we'll live and dye with her. 

All the Servants) Ay, all, all of us, long live her 

ſheak together. & Ladyſhip, God bleſs her Ladyſhip. 

Maid. Oh ſhe's the beſt Lady in the World; I could 
kiſs the Ground ſhe goes on. 

But. I could lick the Dirt of her Shoes ; ſhe's the 
ſweeteſt, gentleſt natur'd Lady breathing. 

Sir Rich. Why? Give me Breath a little; what do you 


mean ? But. 
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But. Tis true, tis true, Sir; go in to her your ſelf, 
and be Witneſs of her ſtrange Change; none but Heaven 
could work ſuch a Miracle. 

Sir Rich. This is moſt aſtoniſhing, Gentlemen, you ſee 
how I am furpriz'd ; if you pleaſe to dreſs, I'll in and ſee 
the meaning of this Wonder, I'm impatient till I go in. 

Fane. Sir, you may put off your Boots and dreſs firſt ; 
ſhe's at Prayers with the Common-Prayer-Book in her Clo- 
ſet, and will be private for half an Hour. 

Sir Rich. How ! Common-Prayer-Book? New Prodigy ! 
What miraculous Power has been here at work? My 
Friends, if this be true, I ſhall rejoice indeed. 


But. True, ay, 'tis true enough; long live Sir Richard 


and his Lady; Heaven blck em both, huzzah, huzzah. 


[Ex. omnes. 
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Enter Nell and Jane, 


NEL L. 


Well remember the Cunning Man warned me 
Y to bear all out with Confidence, or worſe he 
Z ſaid would follow. I am aſham'd, and know 
D not what to do with all this Ceremony; I 
am amaz'd and out of my Senſes; I look'd 
"th Glaſs, and ſaw a gay fine Thing 1 knew not; me- 
thought my Face was not at all like that I have ſeen at 
home, in a Piece of Looking- Glaſs faſtned upon the Cup- 
beard. But great Ladies, they ſay, have flattering Glaſ- 
ſes, that ſhew them far unlike themſelves, whilſt poor 
Folks Glaſſes ſhow &'en as they are. 
Enter Sir Richard. 

Zane. Oh Madam ! here's my Maſter now return'd 
from hunting. 

Nell. Oh Heaven ! This goodly Gentleman my Husband ? 

Sir Rich. My Dear, I am extreamly pleaſed to ſee my 
Family thus transform'd to all the Joy imaginable, 
which, as they tell me, you have created in them. 

Nell. Sir, I ſhall be always overjoy'd at what gives you 
Delight, and ſhall be ever glad if I can plcaſe your Family, 

Sir Rich. Oh Divine Softneſs! this Gentleneſs of thine 
tranſports me. 

Nell. Alas, Sir, what am I ? Iam aſham'd of my own 
Meanneſs ; I ſhall be glad to be a Fellow-Servant here, 
you are Lord of all, Sir. 

Sir Rich. Dear Creature, if thou continueſt thus, I had 
rather be Lord of thee, than of the Indies 

Nell. You make me bluſh, Sir; I hope I ſhall have 


Grace never to be otherwiſe, Sir 
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Sir Rich. I am aftoniſh'd ! can this be real? 
[She kneels. 


Nell. All that's good above can witneſs for me: I am 
in earneſt. 

Sir Rich. Riſe, ſiveeteſt Creature; what has wrought 
this admirable Change ? 

Nell. Alas! I never did offend you, nor any of them. 

Sir Rich. (Afide.) What does ſhe mean? I have not 
known a Calm within my Houſe theſe ſix Weeks : but 
Yeſternight you triumph'd over me, and all my Family, 
was not that Offence ? 

Nell. It was not I; I ſure was not my ſelf then; in- 
deed, I find my ſelf ſo much changed, I ſcarce know 
who I am ? 

Sir Rich. It is a bleſſed Change. 

Nell. It is ſo; I have that Pleaſure in my Mind, that 
every thing I ſee raviſhes me with Joy; ſuch a ſweet 
Houſe, ſuch brave Furniture, ſuch ready loving Ser- 
vants, and fo noble, ſo ſweet a Lord and Maſter: Oh 
Father! T know not where I am methinks. 

Sir Rich, Heaven be thanked for this : I would not 
loſe this dear, this bleſſed Creature, for all the Wealth 
and Power that Kings can boaſt of. 


Nell. Tis ſure Heavens doing: and I can never bite 2 


mother Mind; 'tis wondrous that I ever had methinks. 

Sir Rich. And I am confirm'd: Joy! Joy ! Oh Heart, 
make room for Joy! it will over-whelm you elſe ; upon 
my Knees I kiſs this dear, dear Hand: Thou are ſo rare 
a Creature, I ſhall w A thee. 

Nell. Nay, hold, Sir! pray, Sir! what do you do; in- 
deed you make me cry; I am fo aſham'd, oh Father! to 
brave a Gentleman to kneel to me; 'tis my Duty to do that. 

Sir Rich. Hold Heart, I fay contain thy ſelf; where 
are my Friends, my Servants? call 'em all, and let 'em 
be Witneſſes of my Happineſs. 

ell. O Lord! how ſhall I behave my ſelf before the'e 
Gentleſolks. Sir 
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Sir Rich. And wilt thou never chide, nor quarrel with 
me more, and ſhew thy Fury amongſt my Servants ? 

Nell. Fl cut my Tongue out firſt ; oh Lord, I chide ! 

Sir Rich. I have one Thing more, wilt thou go to 
Church with me, and leave the ſnivelling Conventicle ? 

Nell. Yes ſurely, Sir, ll do whatc'er you pleaſe ; [ll 
have nothing to do with Fanaticks, they are a melan- 
choly, ill-condition'd People. 

Sir Rich. Sure 'twas an Angel ſpoke in thee; thou art 
the beſt of all thy Sex ; I hope thou are convinc'd that 
the Fanatick Chaplain was drunk laſt Night; wouldit 
thou let me diſcard him, there wants nothing then to 
compleat my Happineſs. 

Nell. Yes, Heaven forbid elſe : what, ſhall I diſobey 
my Lord and Maſter ! 

Sir Rich. Let me embrace my Dear, my Love, and 
prithce ſeal this promiſe with a Ki. 

Neil. Oh rare ſweet Man! he ſmells all over like a 
Noſe- gay; Heaven preſerve my Wits. [ Afede ] 
Enter Rowland, Longmore, and all the Servants. 

Sir Rich. Gentlemen, behold this Day ; here ſtands the 
happieſt Man that the Sun ſhines on ; I am tranſported 
beyond my Senſes ; I here proclaim a Jubilee to all my Fa- 
mily theſe three Months; ſummon in all the Country; 
PI! keep open Houſe, ſend for my Fidlers, Hautboys, Trum- 
pets, aad all Inftruments of Joy ; let a!l the Bells in the 
Hundred ring, let the Steeples rock, and let the Ringers 


drink enough; here ſtands the beſt of Women, and of 


Wives the k'ndeit ; and the gentleſt Miſtreſs to her Ser- 
vants ; and ſhe that has given me all this Happineſs. 
Nell. Lord, Sir, you put me out of Countenance ; I 
bluſh, I'm ſorry that I ever anger'd you; indeed Pl do 
you all the Good I can, I ſhould be to blame elle. 
All the Ser- God bleſs my Lady, long live her La- 
wants cry I dyſhip; we'll live and dic with her. 
Sir Rich. My Dear, you did afiront theſe Gentlemen 
laſt Night, ſpeak to em. Nell. 
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Nell. Indeed I was not my felf ; Pm forry that I was 
uncivil, I hope to mend. 

Rowl. We are your Ladyſhip's humble Servants, and 
largely muſt partake of the great Joy which now poſſeſſes 
all the Family. 

Longm. Joy, Joy, to both the Bridegroom and the 
Bride ; 'tis a new Wedding. 5 

Sir Rich. Tis true; ſome three Months ſince, I did 
eſpouſe her Body, this Day I'm marry'd to her Mind ; this 
is a perfect Wedding; go ſend for all my Tenants, there 
ſhall be nought but Feaſts and Revels here. 

Nell. This will be a brave Time, how I ſhall joy to ſee it. 

[4 Flouriſb of Mufick without. Enter Serving- Man. 

Serv. Man. Your Fidlers were going by, having heard 
that my Lady would not allow of Muſick, but I call'd em in. 

Sir Rich. You did well; my Dear, do you not love 
Muſick ? 

Nell. I love nothing better. 

Sir Rich. That's my Joy, my Life; call in my Mufick : 
Gentlemen, I il make em ſing a very unfaſhionable Song 
to you in the Praiſe of Marriage; a Piece of my own 
Poetry in my laſt Wite's Time. | 

[ They came in, and fing the Song. 
Let the vain Spark conſume all his Stare, 
In keeping an expenſive Whore, 

For others to employ. 

Fer all thoſe Snares and Baits he pays, 
Which fhe for other Gallants lays, 

And he muft leaſt enjoy. 

Keep Whores then as Perfumes you wear, 
Of which your fekves have the leaſt Share ; 

Of other Claps partake. 

Your Bodies bring to the Surgeons Hand, 
And to the Scriveners all your Landi: 
And give her your laft Stake. 
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While with Reaſon wwe bleſs the Fate 

That brings us to the Marriage State, 
The only happy Life. 

The chief Enjoyment in a King, 

No Wealth, no Power, ſuch Foy can bring; 
As does a Wife, a tender Wife. 

There can be no true Friend beſide, 

So oft does Intereſt divide; 
But they are ſo conjoyn'd. 

By this moſt ſacred Rite are grown, 

That they are not one Fleſh alone, 
But they are both one Mind, 

But. Sir, here are ſome Country Neighbours, hearing 
of the happy Converſion, defire to dance before you. 

Sir Rich. Let them come in. [ They dance. 

Enter Noddy wrapt up in his Night-Cap. 

Noddy. What meaneth this lewd Noiſe ; this moſt 
prophane abominable Jigging ? Lady, I muſt rebuke thee ; 
in pure Zeal, I muſt rebuke thee, I cannot bear it. 

Sir Rich. Thou inſolent Fool, be filent ; I will have no 
Fanaticks, no Law-breakers within my Walls, eſpecially 
no Hypocrites ; you were drunk laſt Night, you Swine. 

Ned. I deſy thy Words, it was a Fit; I was taken with 
a Fit, a grievous Fit: Lady, what ſay you, are you be- 
come like one of the wicked ones ? 

Nell. Iwill obey my Lord andMaſter, his Will is mine. 

Sir Rich. Retire to your Chamber, you ſhall not be ſeen 
this Day ; To-morrow I will tell you more of my Mind. 

Ned. What's this? She is not as ſhe was; J ampridem 
mulicre ne credas ne mortxe quidem ; I may not go, I will 
not retire; my Zeal telleth me, I mutt rebuke thee, and 
I will thunder in thine Ears. 

Sir Rich. Turn him out. 

Ned. 1 may not go; I fay I will not retire, my Zeal 


tranſporteth me, I am become furious. 
[They thruſt him oul. 


Enter 
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Enter my Lady's Father. 
Sir Rich. Father, you are welcome, doubly welcome ; 
I ſent for you upon another Occaſion than I now find: 
Heaven has order'd things another Way, we are all tranſ- 
ported with-Exceſs of Joy, my Dear ſalute your Father. 
Nell. Good Heaven] my Father; what means this? 
ſure I ſhall be diſtracted; but I muſt bear it out. [ Aſide. 
[She kneels to ant Bleſſing. 
Father. What meaneth this ? tis ſuperſtitious, and ſa- 
yours of Idolatry. 
Sir Rich. 'Tis nothing but her great Humility. 
Father. I like it not. [The Cook knocks to Dinner, 
Nell. I ſhall endeavour then to pleaſe you, Sir. 
Father. Tis well, I am glad to fee you and my Son- 
in-Law well; but what's the Cauſe of this unwonted 


Joy, of this Tranſport ? 
Sir Rich. The Cook has knocked to Dinner : let's in, 


you there ſhall have a full Account, and be a joyful Wit- 
neſs of our Happineſs. [Ex. omnes 


. OI STM Bo Py > 


* 


S CE NE changes to Jobſon' Houſe, 


Lady. AS ever Woman yet ſo miſerable? I can- 
not make one in the Village yet acknow- 
ledge me; they ſure are all of the Conſpiracy ; this wicked 
Huſband of mine has laid a deviliſh Plot againſt me; I 
for the preſent muſt ſubmit, that I may get an Opportu- 
nity into my Hands for my Deſign ; here comes a Rogue 
I will have ſtrangled, but now I muſt yield. 
Enter Jobſon. 
Jeb. Come on, Nell; art come to thy ſelf yet? 
Lady. Ay, I thank you, I wonder what J ailed ; this 
Cunning-Man put Powder in my Drink molt certainly. 


Fab. 
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Fob. Powder! the Brewer put good Store of Pow. ö 
der of Malt in it, that's all; Pouder, quo ſhe, ha, ha, ha! Jad 


Lady. I never was ſo all the Days of my Life. ( 
Fob. Was ſo, no, nor I hope ne'er will be ſo again, the 
to put me to the Trouble of ſtrapping you ſo deviliſhly. 81 
Lady. Tl have that Right Hand cut off for that, you Bee 
were unmerciful to bruiſe me fo. [ Afde. nd 
Fob. Why ? Faith I'm ſorry for't, but it did you a l 
great deal of good, tho'; why ? you would have been Sor 
mad, and call'd your ſelf my Lady Lowemore till this I BY 


time elſe : why come, why don't you ſpin ? ( 
Lady. I can't, you have bruisd my Arms ſo; when 4 
they are well, Þll work hard. i 


Job. That's my good Girl, I'll buy ſome Plumbs to || 2 
make thee a minc'd Pye; come, let's be Friends; Faith, "* * 


kiſs and Friends. l 
Lady, Oh curſed impudent Raſcal, what does he Yeſ 
fay ? [She turns from bim. 
on Nay, prithee now, Faith I won't ſtrap thee fo no ff and 
more. hon 
Lady. J muſt ſtay till this be well, before I forget it. rut 
Jeb. Ounz; if you go to that, I will kiſs you. 4 


[He kiſſes her and ſmacks. | 
Lady. Oh foh, how the Beaſt ſtinks of Cheeſe, Lea- | - 
ther-Apron, Pitch, Greaſe, foul Linnen, and old Shoes. * 
Aide. 
Enter the Country- Fell with tuuo or three more with him. 
C. Fellow. Why Neighbour Jan why don't you 
put on your Bond, and go to the Hall - place? 
Fob. Why, what's the Matter ? 
C. Fellow. Matter! why; there's ſuch a Change, they g 6 
are all out of their Wits ; there's open Houſe to be kept 
there till Candlemas ; all the Tenants are ſent for ; why! 
you loſe your Dinner. Fa 
- What do I hear ? ba r 


34 witl 
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Job. What the Devil is to do there? Is that damn'd 
Jade my Lady dead? 

C. Fellow. Nay, I know not, we ſhall hear when we go; 
the Bells ring, do you not hear 'em ? and there's Order 
given for all the Pariſhes hereabout to ring; Barrels of 
Beer, Flaggons of Brandy, and Money for the Ringers, 
and Alms to all the Poor are order'd. 

. Death, what's this ? Here's a Rout when I am 
| | zone; did they pack me away ſor this? I ſhall have al} 
my Eſtate run out. 

C. Fellow. Come, come, make haſte. 

Lady. Huſband, ſhan't 1 go with you ? 

Fob. Why ? what ailſt thou? Did not I tell thee I 
would ſtrap thee Yeſterday for deſiring to go, art thou at 
it again? 

Lady. What does this Villain mean by Strapping, and 
» | Yeſterday ? [ Hide. 

Job. What a Pox, I have been married but fix Weeks, 
and you long to make me a Cuckold already ; ſtay at 
home, there's good cold Pye in the Cupboard. But I'll 
truſt thee no more with Strong Beer, Huzwife. 

Lady. Well, you will have your way, I muſt do what 


you bid me. 
„ Fob. That's a good Wench ; God be with you ; come 
„ on, Neighbour. [Ex. Jobſon and Neighbour. 


Lady. And I'll be there not long after you: Sure I 
ſhall meet ſome there that are not of the Conſpiracy. 


SCENE Sir Richard's Houſe, Sir Richard, and all tht 
Company at Dinner. 
 [Serw. Man. whiſpers Sir Richard. 
Father. Q On-in-Law, Sir Richard, I long to ſee 
Mr. Noddy ; methinks I did not eat the Meat 
3. wich Appetite, ſince he did not bleſs the Creature. 


Sir 


— — 
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Sir Rich. Sir, to tell you the Truth, he is very ſick; 
he was drunk laſt Night, I am ſorry to ſay it to you. 
Father. Son-in-Law, I know you are a lukewarm For- 
maliſt of the Epiſcopal Way, and you are glad to ſay it; 
but I believe it not. 

Sir Rich. Pardon me, Sir, I do not uſe to lye; the 
whole Family are Witneſſes of it. 

Father. I fear me they are all too much of the ſame 
Batch ; will my Daughter affirm this ? 

Nell. I muſt needs ſay what Sir Richard ſays. 

Father. Come, Gentlemen, perhaps he might, e'er he 
was aware, be overtaken with the Creature ; he might be 
tranſported perhaps with Zeal, and fo the ſooner over- 
taken; and fo tis not a Sin, but a Frailty in him that is 
righteous: I muſt ſee him. 

Sir Rich. But 'tis a Sin in us: very good Doctrine! 

Tho'-Zeal land Century at the Gate of Sin, 
Yet all that have the Word paſs freely in. Exit. 
[Ex. Footboy, and brings in Noddy. 
. Father. J am ſorry to fee you ill, Mr. Noday. 
Ned. Bleſs your Worſhip. 
Father. Now we have din'd, let him give Thanks. 
[Noddy is humming and hawing, in order to his Grace. 
Enter Lady. 

Lady. Here's a Riot and a Rout ! you, Sirrah, Bitler, 
Rogue. 

But. Why how now ? What a Pox is to do with you; 
who are you ? 

Lady. Impudent Varlet ! Don't you know your Lady ? 

But. Why how now you Quean ? Here, turn this 
Mad-woman out of Doors. [She frikes him. 

Lady. S' Life, you Raſcal, take that, Sirrah ; why, Sirrah, 
don't you know your Lady? My Lady Lovemore, Hands 
off ; I am ſhe, you Rogue. 

[She flings the Glaſs in his Face which he had in his 


Hand, and the Serving Man lay; hold on * 
. 


Serv. Man. Why, you ſaucy jade! Huzwiſe, have a care 3 
here's a good Pump, we'll cool your Courage for you; 


Lady. Why Jane, Huz wife; ſure you do not forget me? 


Jane. Forget thee, Woman! Why I never remember'd 
thee ; I never ſaw thee in my Life. 

Lady. Oh wicked Slut! I'll give thee Cauſe to remem- 
ber me. [She pulls her by the Headeloths. 

Fane. Oh murder, murder ! help ! help! 

Sir Rich. How now, what Uproar's there ? 

Lady. You Jade, Lettice ; what, won't you know me 
neither ? I'll make you know your Lady. 

[Lady firikes her, he breaks from har, 

Maid. Help, help. 

Sir Rich. What's to do there ? 

But. Why here's the Madwoman falls a beating and 
lugging us, and calls her ſelf my Lady. 

Sir Rich. Some Chriſtmas Frolick ; ſome Neighbour 
has a mind to be merry. 

Nell. I warrant it is a Beſs of Bedlam. 

Lady. Oh here's my Chaplain; ſure he is not of the 


Conſpiracy againſt me! Mr. Noddy! Thou art an holy Man. 
Ned. I am fo, Woman, what would'ſt thou have with me 


Lady. What, are you blind? Do you not know me be- 
cauſe I have theſe filthy Clothes on? Look on my Face, T 


am the moſt injut'd, the moſt abuſed Lady that ever yet 


drew Breath. 

Ned. Lady! Woman, art thou not mad in Truth? 

Lady. Why Sirrah, are not you my Chaplain ? You baſe 
Villain, did not I lay on the Plaiſter to your Shoulders, and 
a red-hot Pan to your Head laſt Night, and ſav'd your Life ? 

Ned. Oh Heaven! This is the Sorcereſs that bewitch'd 
me this Night; lay hold on her, ſhe is a Witch. - © * - 

Father. Why, Maſter Nada) art not thou wales inn 
Spirit? It is ſurely a Trick, a Gambol. 

Lady. My Father here ! I am fo diſtracted with my 
Grieſs and Sufferings I did not ſee you; but now I muſt em- 

F brace 
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brace you, and never leave you till you ſuccour and re- 
venge me for the moſt barbarous Uſage that ever Lady ſuf- 
fer'd : Speak, will you not ſpeak to me, honour'd Father ? 

Father. I know thee not, I fear thou art ſome lewd 
Woman ; be gone, Hands off. 

Lady. Nay, then I am deſperately miſerable, 

Nod. She is a Witch, and did confeſs it to me; I will 
have her burnt. 

Sir Rich. Stand by, there muſt be ſomething more than 
ordinary in this Buſineſs. [Exeunt Noddy and Father. 

Long. What the Devil can this mean ? 

Row. What ſhould it mean? Some poor Madwoman 


is got looſe. 
Sir Rich. Why I never faw thee ; thou my wife ? Poor 


Creature, I pity thee. 
Lady. Nay, it is in vain to hope for Redreſs from thee, 


thou wicked Contriver of all my Miſery. 

Nell. How I am amaz'd ! Is that I there in my Cloaths, 
that have made this Diſturbance ? Oh Father! I am here 
in theſe fine Cloaths, how can this be? And yet to my 
thinking I am there; I am ſo confounded and affrighted, 
that I ſhall begin to wiſh I were with Zeke! Fobſon again. 

Lady. To whom ſhall I apply my ſelf, or whither ſhall 
I fly ! Oh Heaven, what do I ſee ! Is not that I there in 
my Gown and Petticoat I wore Yeſterday ? How can it be 
when I am here ? I cannot be in two Places at once. 

Row. Surely no, unleſs thou wer't a Bird: But come, 
Sir, let's be deaf to theſe vile Gambols, and retire. 

Sir Rich. Poor Creature, ſhe's ſtark mad. . 

Lady. What in the Devil's Name, was I here before I 
came hither ? That I ſhould come hither, and find that 
I was here Before I came, is the ſtrangeſt Thing to me; 
let me look in this Glaſs. Oh Heaven! Iam confounded, 
I know not my ſelf; if that be I that's repreſented in the 


Glaſs, I never ſaw my ſelf before. 


Sir Rich. What incoherent Madneſs is this ? 
| Enter 


A Comical Transformation. $1 
: Enter Jobſon. 
Lady point- } There, there's the Devil in my Like- 
ing to Nell. 5 neſs, that has robb'd me of my . 
nance. S Life is he here? 

Fob. Ay, that muſt be the Devil that's in your Like- 

neſs ; remember my Strap, you Quean. 
. How inevitably Eg am I? 

Nell. O Lord, I am afraid my Huſband will beat me. 
that am on yonders Side. 

Fob. Gallants, pray pardon her ; ſhe was drinking with 
a Conjurer laſt Night, and ſhe has been mad ever ſince, 
and ſays ſhe is my Lady Lowemore. 

Sir Rich. Poor Woman, take care of her; and do not 
hurt her, ſhe may be cured of this. 

Job. Cured, yes and pleaſe your Worſhip, you ſhall 
ſee me cure her with this Strap immediately. Huſwiſe, 
do you ſee this? 

Nell. Hold, hold, pray do not beat me, Zekel. 

Sir Rich. What fays my Dear? Doss ſhe infect thee 
with Madneſs too ? 

Nell. I am not well, my Head turns round, 

[The Maid goes in avith Nell. 
Enter Butler. 

Sir Rich. Wait on your Lady in, 

Job. I beſeech your Worſhip don't take it ill of me, 
ſhe ſhall never trouble you more. 

Sir Rich. Take her home, and uſe her kindly ; I'll ſend 
my Phyſician to her; he ſhall cure her, J warrant you, 

Job. Thank your Worſhip moſt kindly ; come, Nell. 

Lady. What will become of me ? 

[Exeunt Jobſon and Lady. 

Sir Rich. How now, where's my Father-in-Law ? 

But. He has taken Coach ; he bid me tell you, he 
loves no Chriſtmas Gambols, and he took this for one, 

Long. "Tis a very odd one, take it altogether, as Cer 


I faw. 
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Row. Methought there was a Method in ker Madneſs? 
ſhe did not know her {elf Ith' Glaſs. 

Long. And if you obſerv'd, your Lady utterd ſome 
ſtrange Words. 

Sir Rich. She did fo, which did very much amaze me. 

Row. But that I have not much Belief in Magick, F 
ſhould have odd Thoughts of this. 

Sir Rich. Now you have put me in mind of it, dee 
was ſomething in the latter Part of the Story, very ſtrange 
and very ſurpriſing. 

Enter Serwin- Man. 
Serv. Man. Sir, the Doctor who call'd here laſt Night, 
deſires a Word in private with you on earneſt Buſineſs. 
: * Rich. What can this mean? Bring him to me. 
BY Enter Doctor. 
Row. We'll take a Turn, and wait on you ſuddenly. 
Sir Rich. Your Servant, Gentlemen ; be gone Servants. 
[Exeunt Rowland, Longmore, and Servants. 

Do. Low on my Knees I fall, and beg your Pardon, 
and put my Life into your Hands : I have exercis'd my 
Art of Magick on your Ladys I know you are an honou- 
Table Man, and will not take my Life, who might have 
ſtill concealed it from you, if I had pleaſed. 

Sir Rich. Methinks you have brought me to the 
Glimpſe of Miſery, too great for me to bear. Is all my 
Happineſs come only to a ſhort-liv'd Viſion and a Dream? 

Doc Sir, I beſeech you, fear not, if there be any 
harm towards you, I freely will give you Leave to 
hang me. 

Sir Rich. Can Magick bring me any thing but il? 

Dog. I never yet did Miſchief by my Art; there are 
Aerial Spirits I command which do no hurt, they are 
Sylphs. 

Sir Rich. What have you done ? inform me. 
Doc. J have fo transform'd your Lady's Face, ſhe ſeems 


to be the Cobler's Wife, and charm'd the Face of Jeb 
Wife 
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| Wife into the Likeneſs of your Lady's; and when the 
Storm aroſe, my Spirits remov'd each to the other's Bed. 

Sir Rich. Oh miſerable Wretch, thou haſt undone me: 
I am fallen from the Top of all my Hopes, and ſtill muſt 
have a moſt tempeſtuous Wife, that Fury whom I never 
yet knew quiet ſince the firſt Minute I had her. 

Dog. If that were all, I could continue the Charm 
for both their Lives. 

Sir Rich. I'll have no Happineſs from Hell; all my Bleſ- 
ſings muſt come from Heaven ; and I will hang you, if you 
do not undo your Charm, let the Event be what it will. 

De2. I'll do it in a Moment; and perhaps you'll find 
it is the luckieſt Moment of your Life; I can well aſſure 
you your Lady will prove the beſt of Wives, give me 
your Pardon, Sir. 

Sir Rich. Upon Condition you undo the Charm, I will. 

Deez. It ſhall be done, and you ſhall find all my Pre- 
ditions true. 

Sir Rich. Hold, there is yet a material Thing, which 
I muſt know. 

DoF. I will reſolve you, Sir. 

Sir Rich. May be to crown this Miſchief I have ſuf- 
fer'd, the Cobler may perhaps have made me a Cuckold. 

Da. Then cut his Throat; for e'er ſhe was tran(- 
ported to that Bed, the Cobler was got up; beſides he 
has done nought but beat her ever ſince, and you are 
like to reap the Benefit of his Labour. 

Sir Rich. Go about thy Buſineſs, I'll ſend for him and 
ber. Exeunt. 
Enter Butler and Noddy. 

But. I can aſſure you, there's no ſtaying for you in this 
Family ; my Lady has yielded all up to my Maſter's Power. 

Nod. Why look thee, Edward Chip, thou art miſtaken 
in me; I can conform in many things, rather than leave 
ſo good a Houſe, and fo good People. 


But. Where there is ſo mach eating, [Aſides | 
a j - N od, of 
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Nod. At leaſt, tho' I cannot conform inwardly, I will 
conform outwardly ; and that will do your Buſineſs as 


well; give us ſome Wine, they ſhall ſee what I can do. 


Enter Serving-Man, Cook, and all the Servants. 

But. With all my Heart, Gentlemen ; you are come 
in good time to be merry with Mr. Noday. 

Nod. Ay, Gad, I'm in a merry Humour. 

Cook. Here's a pretty Turn. 

Nod. Give me a Beer-Glaſs, here's the King and al! 
the Royal Family, huzzah: Yother, here's Sir Richard 
Lovemore's, huzzah ; the tother, nay, Gad take me, 
give me a third, here's my Lady's, huzzah : pledge me 
all of you, and let every Bumper be a Facer, thus. 

[They drink off their Glaſſes, and huzzah. 

Serv. Man. Is that a Facer? Faith, tis very pretty. 

Ned. Nounz, I'll have you to know, I can be as good 
Company as cer a He that wears a Head. 

He that aucars @ brave Soul, and dares honeſtly 4 
Hes a Herald to himſelf, and a Godfather tao. 

But. Here's a Transformation ! 

Nod. Come Faith, let's fing a Catch. 

Boat, a Boat, haſte to the Ferry, 

For are came over to be merry; 

To laugh and quaff, and drink old Sherry. 

Enter Sir Richard by the Door. 

Sir Rich. Here's a Turn; here's a hypocritical Rogue, 
T think we ſhall have Ovid's Metamorphoſis in this Houſe ; 
but I am too much concern'd to mind this Diverſion. 
But where are my Friends I wonder ? [Ex. Sir Richard. 

Enter 5 Waſallers, and fi * their N. 2 Song. 
[Noddy joins with em in the Song. 

But 8 on, Friends, and fall heartily to our Chri/t- 
was Gambols after a Rouze or two. 

[They fall a drinking. 

Row. What you tell us, Sir, has much of Wonder 


in it. 
Long. 


A Comical Transformation. 


Long. It is prodigious, if it prove true. 
2 Come, now let's have a Dance. 


[Noddy kiſſes and rufies the Waſſallers. 
But. Now, Parſon, let's have one Chriftmas Gambol ; 
we'll play the Blackſmith. 

Ned Ay, come, with all my Heart, how is that? 

But. Come, we'll ſhow you, you ſhall down firſt, here, 
down upon this Form. 

Ned. Ay, come, come; Gad Pm almoſt drunk. 

But. Come, I'll play the Smith, and blow the Bel- 
lows ; ye are my two Journeymen. 

[They beat upon him like two Smiths, with Boots ; be 
roars out Murder, Murder, and all the Company 
laugh, and they leave off when Sir Richard ſpeaks. ] 

Cook. 2 


im Men; We are ready. 
But. Beſure you lay him on. 


Enter the Cobler. 


Sir Rich. How now, Jobfon, have you brought your 
Wife with you ? | 
Fob. Yes and pleaſe your Worſhip, ſhe's here at the 
Door; a little from the Houſe ſhe fell into a S.] und, I 
thought I ne'er ſnould have recover d her: But at laſt a 
Tweak or two by the Noſe, and half a dozen Straps, 
has done the Buſineſs. Her, where are you, Hufwile 

come in. 
Sir Rich. Light there, tis very dark. 
[Butler holds the Candle. 
[He lets fall the Candle, and Serving-Man takes it ups 
Enter Lady. 
But. Oh Heaven and Earth! what's this, my Lady ! 
Jeb. What does he lay, is my Wife changed to my 
Lady? [The Servants run away and ſneak. 
Cook. I thought the other was too good to be my Lady. 
Lad) to Sir Rich. You arc the Perſon I have moſt of- 
tended, to whom I muſt confeſs I have been the worſt 
| | of 
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of Women, bating I have kept my Body undefil'd ; it 
has pleas'd Heaven to puniſh me moſt ſharply for my 
Crimes ; Heaven left me to ſuffer under the Power of En- 
chantment; I am fully ſenfible of all my Faults ; and 
ſince 1 abhor 'em, and deteſt my ſelf for them, I hope 
that Heaven and you will pardon me; here will I kneel 
and fix till I have procured yours at leaſt, and Heaven 
be Witneſs to my Reſolutions. The Remnant of my 
Life ſhall be employ'd in Duty and Obſervance of you, 
if you'll vouchſaſe to take me to your Boſom. 

Sir Rich, Riſe, Madam, I forgive you; and if you be 
ſincere, you'll make me happier than all the Enjoyments 
of the World could do. 

Fob. What a Pox, muſt I loſe my Wife thus ? where 
the Devil is my t'other Wife? here's conjaring indeed. 
Enter Jane and Maid. 

Fane. Oh, Sir, the ſtrangeſt Accident has happen'd, 
it has amaz'd us, and almoſt bereft us of our Senſes ; my 
Lady was in ſo great a Swoon, we thought ſhe had been 


dead. 


Maid. And when ſhe came to her ſelf, ſhe proy'd ano- 
ther Woman. 

Sir Rich. Ha, ha, that's a Bull indeed. 

ane. She is ſo chang'd, I know her not; I never aw 

her Face before: O Lord! is this my Lady? 

Maid. I ſhall be beaten again. 

Fane. I thought our Happineſs was too great to laſt. 

Lady. Fear not, my Servants. Sir, let em all be cal- 
led in; I will give Eaſe and Quiet to your Family, I am 
a hearty Penitent ; good Servants, I acknowledge I have 
been too harſh and rigorous to ye all, but Heaven has 
given me another Mind ; it ſhall be my Endeavour to 
make ye all happy. I'm ſure no Miſtreſs ſhall outdo me 


in Kindneſs and in Gentleneſs. 
(417 the Servants and Tengnis come in. 
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Sir Rich. Hold in this Mind ; thou wilt be the beſt of 
Women, and I the happieſt of Men; the other was a falſe 
and ſhort-liv'd Joy, but this I hope will long continue. 

Lady. May Heaven wreak all its Vengeance on me; if 
once I alter em this Refalution, or Cor ne 
your Will again. Fe 

Sir Rich. This is a Day of Wanders. 

Enter Nell. 

Nell. My Head turns round; I muſt go home 3 why 
Zelel, what, are you there? 

Jeb. Look you, look you now, hey dey, what a Devil, 
what's that Queen my Wife? here's a ann, Gad, 
I dare not come near her. 

Sir Rich. 'Tis rare indeed ; we have al this Dey bes 
under the Power of Enchantment, to which Heaven 
knows there was not my leaſt Conſent. Heaven often 
turns even the Malice of Devils to produce a good End; 
this is, no doubt, a happy Change; Ell celebrate it with 
all the Joy I did proclaim for my late ſhort-liv'd Viſion. 

Lady. To me tis happier than my Birth-Day was. 

Sir Rich. Now, Madam, ſince you have reſign d your 
Will to me; where is the Chaplain ? | 

But. Here, Mr. Noddy where are you? he's in the 
N here, come in. 

Noddy enters drunk. 

Sir Rich. Behold your Saint here | 

Lady. 1 do confeſs my ſelf in the wrong. 

Sir Rich. Go, Hypocrite, I diſcard thee. 

Ned. Diſcard me; for what? Nounz, I'll conform ; 
what a Pox do you mean ? 

Sir Rich. Thou wicked Wretch, thou Scandal to thy 
own Profeſſion ; would'ſt thou maliciouſly- thus bring one 
on ours, by thinking to conform by being vicious? De- 
teſted Beaſt, be gone; carry him to his Chamber; our 
Church condemns all ſuch Debauchery, tho ſuch vile 


Wretches wou'd bring a Scandal on it, Give him ten 
Pounds, 
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Pounds, and in the Morning ſend him packing. Here, 
7 obJor, take thy fine Wiſe. [They carry him out. 
Job. But hold, Sir, did not your Worſhip make me 2 
Cuckold under the Roſe ? 
Sir Rich. No, upon my Honour, nor ever kiſsd her till 
T came from hunting; ſhe was my Bed-fellow for a little 
while, and for this happy Change, I'll give thee with her 
five hundred Pounds; buy Store of Leather, and be my 
Shoemaker ; Il] help thee to all the Cuſtom in the Country. 
Job. Ho Boys, Iam a Prince, a Prince; come hither, 
Nell; come to thine own Gear Zekel, PI never ſtrap thee 
more. | 
Nell. Indeed I have bin in ſuch a Dream, I'm quite 
weary of it. 
| Fob. Fneels. Can your good Ladyſhip forgive my ſtrap- 
ping your good Ladyſhip ſo very much? {[Tothe Lady. 
Lady. With all my Heart ; the Joy of this bleſt Change 
makes all things good again. 
Nell. Forſooth Madam, will you pleaſe to take * 
Cloaths, and let me have mine again. 
Lady. No, thou ſhalt keep 'em, and III preſerve thine 
as Relicks. 
Sir Rich. Gentlemen, let me preſent you to my Wife. 
Row. We wiſh your YEP all the Joy your Heart 
can hope for. 
Long. May all your Life be ever happy, Madam. 
Lady. Gentlemen, pray pardon me, I think I was a Mad- 
woman laſt Night; Heaven now has brought me to my ſelf. 
Sir Rich. No more of this Subject. 
Proclaim my Jeys in every Place aloud. 
Bonfires ſurround my Houſe, let the Bells ring, 
Let's dance and revel, feaft, carouze and ſing. 


All the Ser- £ Long live my Lady and Sir Richard. 


an 


Jobſon. | ag let me fpeak, if I may be fo bold, 


Nought but the Devil ſure can tame @ cold. ey 


>. 
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EPILOGUE 


Spoken by 
Mr. Jz voN and Mrs. PRRCYVAIL. 


Mr. Jevon. OME, N, prithee while I dreſs for 

| the Dance, ſpeak ſomething in my Be- 
half to theſe Friend: of mine here; for I'm ſure they 
are all Friends. 

Mrs. Percywval. Who I, Zexel? Oh Lard ! you know 
I want Dacity when I be come before great Folks. 

Mr. Jevon. How now, Huſwife ; dare you diſpute it ? 
remember my Strap, you Quean 

Mrs. Percyval. Hold, hold, good Huſband ; I'll try 
what I can do. 

Fo the People. Oh moſt curious fine Gentlefolks, I hope 
you will pardon me for being ſo bold; but ne'er ſtir, I'll 
never let you alone till I find you kind to poor Zekel, for 
he's as pretty a Fellow as cer itrapp'd Wife. 

Mr. Jevon. Why how now; what a Pox is all this 
for? what, ſpeak an Epilogue in Proſe ? (the Devil) I 
could have done that any ſelf, you fooliſh Jade. For 
etample now. 

[ Addreſſes himſelf to the Audience, and makes a 
long Banter, and goes off ; after that he ſpeaks. 

Look you, Huſwife, there is as good Proſe, as any is 
in England; but I myſt have it in Verſe, all beaten 
Verſe ; away with it. 


E PI. 


EPILOGUE 


Mrs. i 


OU cannot fare ungenerouſiy refuſe 
The firſt Adareſe of a young tender Muſe ; 
So modeft,, that ſhe nc er attempts to fly 
Up to the lofty Pitch of Comedy ; 
Farce ii her Aim, the Perſons low and mean, 
Humble the Language, homely is the Scent - 
Let this poor Shrub ſecure from Cenſure grow, ( 
Fer all the Criticks ſtormy Rage too low. 
If you'll your thundering Indignation went, 
Let it on lofty Bomibaſt all be ſpent.” 
Applauded Nonſenſe, where ſad Lovers pine, 
And Heroes rant and fight, and cry and whine ; 
And the old Bualins empty fiuelling Strains, 
That cracks the Players Lungs and Poets Brains; 
Theſe, theſe are triumphs for your Forces fit 3 
But who upon a Droll &er dent his Wit, jþ 
Or eriticiid on Merry Andrew yet ? 
Whilſt all the lofty Frigots you attack, 
| Pray let in Safety paſs this little Smack. 
| Your Shot 'gainſt us will waſte ith empty Shy, 
The 3 Bullets o er our Healy will fs 0 
5 Ve he. ß low, your ( too bigh, 
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